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Btit s«e, at length, the British Genius smile. 

And show'r her bounties o''eK her favour'd isle : 

Behold, for POPE she twines the laurel crown. 

And centres ev'ry poet''« pow'r in one~— - 

Each Muse for thee with kind contention strore. 

For thee the Graces left th' Idalian grove; 

With watchful fondness o'er thy cradle hung, 

AttunM thy voice, and for!n'c; thy infant tongue. B R vV.N . 
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Come thou, my Prieod I my Genius ! ccme along j 

Oh, muter of the poet^ and the tons » 

And while the Muse now stoops, or now ascends 

To man's low passions or their elortout ends. 

Teach me, like thre, in various Nature wise) 

To fall with dignity, with temper rise— — 

Oh ! while aloD^ the stream of time thy mme 

£xpanded flies, and gathers all its tame. 

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail. 

Pursue the triumph, and parcakc the ^ale f 

Shall then this Verse to future age pretend 

Thou wert my guide, philosopher, andt'rtendf 

That, ure'd by thee, I tum'd the tuneful art 

From sounds to thin^^s, from fancy to the heart} 

Tor Wit's false mirror held up Nature's light, 

Shewed erring Pride, whatever is is richt— — • 

That virtue only makes our biiss below. 

And all oar knowledge is ourselves to know. ESS. ON MAN. 
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Andrsmen lov'd; and bless'd in all those channi 

Thai pifas'd a god, sucoiednl la ber arms, 
A lake ibere was wUh shelving banks around, t 

Whose ve^rdant suimnil flagrant mynlescrown'ii; 

These shades, unknowing of itie Fates, she sought. 

And toiheNoiaibflaw'iygattanilabrouehr; 
r -milingbabe (a pleasing charge) she presl 

Within her amis, and nQurisIi'dalhetbtcasI. 31 

Noldiaianlferavrai'ty luiosgrowsj 

ie spriogiTas new, and all Ihe verdant I»iug1u, 
turn'd with bloasoms, promised fruits Ihxt vie 

In glowiiigoolours with Ihe Tyiian dye: 

Of thesefhectopp'dlo ptcBeeherinfflnt sun, S; 

And t mywJf Ihc same r>ish act had done; 
, la ! I saw Its near hei eitle I stood) 

The violaied bloiWHiis drop with bloody 



Eieipll Andrasman ; et hsbelur conjiigc Telix. 
Est lacne acelivi dcvexo rnirEiiie fonnuin 

iris ellicient : summum mytrela euroiianl. 
Venerathuc Dryope, liilorum neaois; qu<M)u< 
Indlgnece magls, jiyniphiK latuta coronas. 
Inque (inu pueium, qui nonduni implevcratanni 
ceferebiit onuii lepii'Iqueopelxciisalebal. 
UxiidpRMui a ><*f DO, Tyrioa iniit^ita rulores, 
II spam baeultaium fJorebat eqUiUii^a lolos. 
Carpscmi hinc Diyope, quos obltaiamina Data 
Porrigqrel (lores; et idsin faclura videbar 
JNaingiiead«iani.) Vidi^ultteefloic 



PABLB or DHYOPK. 7 

Upon the tree I cast a frightful look ; 

The tremblrng tiee with sudden horror shook. 3^ 

jA}tis the nymph (if rural tales be true) 

As from Priapus' lawless lust she flew. 

Forsook her form ; and, fixing here, became 

A fluw'ry plant, which still preserves her name. 

This change unknown, astonish'd at the sight 3$ 
My trembling sister strove to urge her flight ; 
And first the pardon of the nymphs implor'd. 
And the offended sylvan pow*rs ador'd: 
But when she backward would have fled, she found 
Her stifT'ning feet were jooted in the ground : ^a 

In vain to free her fasten'd feet she strove. 
And as she struggles only moves above; 
She feels th' encroaching bark around her grow 
By quick degrees, and cover all below. 
Surpriz'd at this, her trembling hand she hcn\cs 4^ 
To rend her hair; htr hand is fill'd with leaver : 



Decldere, et tremulo ramos horrore moveri. 
Scilicet, ut r».ferunt tardi nunc denique agreste;, 
Lotis in banc nymphe, fugiens obscocna Friapi, 
Contulerat versos sen'ato nomine vultus. 
Kescitrat soror hoc ; quae cum perterrita retro 
Ire, et adoratis vellet discedere nymphis, 
Haeserunt radice pe^^es. Convcllere pugnat : 40 

Nee quidquam, nisisumma, movct. Succrescit ah i;..o , 
Totaque paulatim lentus premit inguina coilix. 
y t vidit^ conata manu laniare capillos, 
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8 FABLK OF DRYOFE. 

Where late was hair^ the shooting leaves are seen 
To rise and shade her with a sudden green. 
The child Amphissus^ to her bosom prest^ 
Perceiv'd a colder and a harder breast^ y, 

And found the springs^ that ne'er till then deny*d 
Their milky moisture, on'a sudden dry'd. 
I saw, unhappy ! what I now relate. 
And stood the helpless witness of thy fate, 
Embrac'd thy boughs, thy rising bark delay 'd, 5j 
There wish'd to grow, and mingle shade with shade ! 

Behold Andraemon and th' unhappy sire 
Appear, and for their Dryope inquire; 
A springing tree for Dryope they find. 
And print warm kisses on the panting rind* 6q 

Prostrate, with tears their kindred plant bedew. 
And close embrace as to the roots they grew. 



Fronde manum implevit : frondes caput omne tenebant 
At puer Amphissos (namque hoc avus Eurytus iili 
Addiderat nomen) materna rigescere sentit 
Ubera : nee sequitur ducentem lacteus humor. 50 

Spectatrjx aderam iati crudelis, opemque 
Non poteram tibi ferre, soror: quantumque valebam, 
Crescentem truncum ramosque amplexa, morabar ; 
£t (fateor) volui sub eodem cortice condi. 56 

Ecce vir Andraemon, genitorque miserrimus, adsunt; 
£t quaenint Dryopen ; Dryopen quaerentibus illis 
Ostendi Loton. tepido dant oscula ligno: 60 

Aflusique suae radicibus arboris hacrent. 



FABLB OF DKTOPB. 9 

The face was all that now remain'd of thee. 

No more a woman, nor yet quite a tree ; 

Thy branches hung with humid pearls appear, 65 

From ev*ry leaf distils a trickling tear; 

And straight a voice, while yet a voice remains. 

Thus thro* the trembling boughs in sighs complains. 

" If to the wretched any &ith be giv'n, 
I swear by all th' unpitjring pow'rs of heav'n, 70 

No wilful crime this heavy vengeance bred: 
In mutual innocence our lives we led. 
If this be false, let these new greens decay. 
Let sounding axes lop my limbs away. 
And crackling flames on all my honours prey. 75 

But from my branching arms this infant bear. 
Let some kind nurse supply a mother's care ; 
And to his mother let him oft be led. 
Sport in her shades, and in her shades be fed. 



Nil nisi jam fjciem, quod non foret arbor, habebas, 
Chara soror ! lacrymae verso de corpore lactis 
Irrprant foliis: ac dum licet, oraque prsestant 65 
Vocis iter, tales eifundit in aera questus: 
** Si qua fides miseris, hoc me per numina juror 
Non meruisse ncfas. patior sine crimine poenam. 70 
Viximus innocus ; si mcntior, arida perdam, 
Quas habco, frondes, et cxsa securibus urar. 75 

Hunc tamen infantem. maternis demite rarais, 
£t date nutrici ; nostraque sub arbore sa^pe 
Lac facitote bibat, nostraque sub as\Mkx^\>&!i«X« 
r^Jumt III, ^ 



TO FABI,! OV DRTOPB, 

Teach hiniy when first his infant voice shall frame 
Imperfect words, and lisp his mother's name. 
To hail this tiee ; and s^j, with weeping eyes^ 
Within this plant my hapless parsnt lies ; 
And when in youth he seeks the shady woods. 
Oh 1 let him fly the crystal lakes and floods. 
Nor touch the fatal flow'rs ; but, warn*d by nie. 
Believe a goddess shrin*d in ev'ry tree. 
My sire, my sister, and my spouse, farewel ! 
If in your breasts, or love, or pity, dwell. 
Protect your plant, nor let my branches fe^l 
The browsing cattle, or the piercing steel, 
Farewel ! and since I cannot bend to join 
My lips to yours, advance, at least, to mine. 
My son, thy mother's parting kiss receive^ 
While yet thy mother has a kiss to giv^. 
I can no more ; the creeping rind invades 
My closing lips, and hides my head in shades: 



Cumque loqui poterit, matrem lacitote salutet, 
£t tristis dicat : << Latet hoc sub stipite mater." 
Stagna tarneh timeat; nee carpat ab arbore flores: 
£t frutices omnes corpus putet esse Dearum. 
Chare, vale, conjux, et tu germana, paterque I 
Queis si qua est pietas, ab acutae vulnere falcis, 
A pecoris morsu, frondes defendite nostras. 
Et quoniam mihi fas ad vos incumbere non est, 
Erigite hue artus, et ad oscula nostra venite, 
Dum tangi |)ossunt, parvumque attollite natum. 



PABLE OP DRYOPK. ] I 

Bemope )roiir bands, the bark shall soon suffice 
Without their aid to seal these dying eyes.*' 

She ceas*d at once to speak, and ceas'd to be, loo 
And all the nymph was lost within the tree; 
Yet latent life thro* her new branches reign*d. 
And long the -plant a hnman heat retain'd." 103 



Plura loqui neqoto. nam jam per Candida mollis 
Colla liber serpit, summoque cacumine condor. 
Ex ocnife removete manus: sine manere vestro 
Contegat inductus morientia lumina cortex.** 
Desierant dimol ora loqui, simul esse: dinquc 100 
Corpoie mutato rami caluere ncentes.'^ 
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VERTUMNUS AND POMONA. 

FROM THE FOURTEENTH BOOK OF 

OVID'S- METAMORPHOSES, 

The fair Pomona flourish'd in his reign ; 

Of all the virgins of the sylvan train 

None taught the trees a nobler race to bear. 

Or more improv'd the vegetable care. 

To her the. shady grove, the flow'ry field, .5 

The streams and fountains, no delights could yield; 

-* Twas all her joy the rip'ning fruits to tend. 

And see the boughs u^ith happy burtheAS bend. 

The hook she bore instead of Cynthia's spear. 

To lop the growth of the luxuriant year, 10 

To decent forms the lawless shoots to bring. 

And teach th' obedient branches where to spring. 

Now the cleft rind inserted gratfs receives. 

And yields an offspring more than Nature gives ; 



Rege sub hoc Pomona fuit : qua nulla Latinas 

Inter Hamadryadas coluit solertius hortos. 

Nee fuit arborei studiosior altera foetus: 

Unde tenet nomen. Npn sylvasiUa, nee amnes; j 

Rus amat, et ramos felicia poma ferentes. 

Nee jaculo gravis est, sed adunca dextera falce : iq 

Qua modo luxuriem premit, et spatiantia passim 

Brachia compescit ; fissa modo cortice virgam 

Inserit ; et succos alicno prae'stat alumno. 



^niTPMNUS AMD POMONA. I] 

Now sliding streams the thirsty plants renew, 1 3 

And feed their fibres with reviring dew. 

These cares alone her viigin breast employ. 
Averse from Venus and tite nuptial joy. 
Her private orchards, wall'd on ev'ry side. 
To lawless sylvans all access deny*d. 20 

How oft the Satyrs and the wanton Fawns, 
Who haunt the forests^ or frequent the lawns* 
The god, whose ensign scares the birds of prey. 
And old Silcnus, youthful in decay, 
£mpIoy*d their wiles and unavailing care 25 

To pass the fences, and surprise the fair! 
Like these Vertumnus own*d his faithful flame. 
Like these rejected by the scornful dame. 
To gain her sight a thousand forms he wears. 
And first a reaper from the field appears : 30 

Kec patitur sentire sitim ; bibulaeque recurvas 1 5 

Radicis fibras labentibus irrigat undis. 

Hie amor, hoc studium. Veneris quoque nulla cupido. 

Vim tamen agrestum metuens, pomaria claudit 

Intus : et accessus prohibet refugitque viriles. 20 

Quid non et satyr! saltatibus aptajuventus, 

Fecere, et pinu praccincti cornua panes, 

Sylvanusque suis semper juveniiior annis; 

Quique Deus fures, vel falce, vel inguiiie terret, 

Ut potirentur ea ? sed enim superabat amando 25 

Hos quoque Vertumnus : neque erat felicior illls. 

O quoties habitu duri messoris aristas 

Corbe tulit, vehque fuit messoris imago ! '^^^ 




Swenlinghe iralkt, white toads ofgotdcn giatn 
O'ercharge the shouJderj of the BieminK swain. 
Oft o'er hfi back s crmlied scythe is laid. 
And wrealhenfhay hiasunbumnempfcishade: i 
Oft in his hardin'd hand a goad he bears. 
Like one who late unyok'd the Evcaling stcEn. 
Bomelimcs his pruninK-hook torrecta Ihe vl 
And the loose itragglets to ilieir ranks coiiflnes; 
Now gath'ring' what Ibe bounleous year allows. 
He puIJs ripe apples from ihe bending boaghs. 
A soldier now, he, with his sword, appears! 
A Gsher next, his trembling angle bears ; 
Edch shape he Tnucs, and each ait he tiies. 
On her bright charms to feast bit longing eyes. 

A female form al last Vertumnus wears. 
With all Ihe marks of rev'rend nge appears, i 
His temples thinly spread with silver hairs : 
Propp'd on bis litaff, and stooping as he goes, 
A painted mitre shades his furroiv'd brows. 



Tempora sarpe gerens ficno rsligala recenli, 
Deseclum poterat gramen ver;asse videri. 
Baipeinanu stimulosrigida poTlabat; utiltum 
Jurares fessos modo disjunxiiscjuvenfos. 
Fllcedata rrondaloreral, vitisque pulatoc: 
Induerat scalas, lecturum poma puiaresj 
Milet erat gladio, piscator anindlne sumpla. 
Deni<iue per nlultas adiriim sibi sirpe ligiiras 
Hepperit, ul capEret spet-lata^ gaudia formx. 
///e eii'am picla redimilus tempoia miui. 



VXRTUHNUS AND POMONA. I^ 

The god^ in this decrepit form array'd, 50 

The gardens enter'd, and the fruit survey'd; 

And; '* Happy you V* he thus addressed the maid, 

" Whose charms as far all other nymphs outs!iiiie, 

" As other gardens are excell'd by thine !" 

Then kiss'd the fair ; (his kisses warmer grow 5 ^ 

Than such as women on their sex bestow) 

Then plac*d beside her on the flow'ry ground. 

Beheld the trees with autumn's bounty crown 'd. 

An elm was near, to whose embraces led. 

The curling vine her swelling clusters spread ; 60 

He view'd her twining branches with delight. 

And prais*d the beauty of the pleasing sight. 

" Yet this tall elm, but for this vine," he said, 
'' Hfid stood neglected, and a barren shade ; 
And this fair vine, but that her arms surround 65 
Her marry'd elm, had crept along the ground. 

Innitens baculo, positis ad tempera canis, 
Adsimulavit anum ; cultosque intravit in horto> ; 
Pomaque mirata est; ** Tantoque potentior,*' iiiquit, 
Paucaque laudatx dedit oscula; qualia nunquani 55 
Vera dedisset anus: glebaque incur\'a resedit, 
Suspiciens pandos autumni pondere ramos. 
Ulmus erat contra spatiosa ♦umentibus uvis ; 60 

Quam socia postquam paritercum vite probavit; 
" At si staret,'* ait, " coclebs, sine palmite truncus. 
Nil praster frondes, quare peteretur, baberet. 
Haec quoque, quae juncta vitis requiescit in ulmo, 6^ 
Si non nupta foret, terrac acclinata jaceret. 



Ah! beauteous Maidl let this example move 
Your mintl averse from all the joys of love. 
Deign to be laVd, Rnd ev'r; heart subdue I 
Whal nymph could e'er altract iuch crowds as you 1 
Nat she whose beauly urg'd the Centaur's ums, 
Vlyeses' queeii, nor Helen's fatal charms. 
Ev'n now, ivhEn silent senrn is sll they gain, 
A ihousand court you, tho' they court in vain ; 
A thousand sylvani, demi-gods, and gods. 
That haunt uur mountains and our Alban woods. 
But if you'll prosper, mark what I advise, 
Wlwm age and long esperience render wisBj 
And one, ivhose tender care Is far above 
All thai these lovers ever felt of love, 
(Far more than e'er can by youiMlf be gueull) 
Fix on Vertumnus, and reject the rest ; 



Tu tainen esempla noii langeris aiborls hujua; 
Concubilusquefugis; nee to conjun|eie euros, 
Alque-utlnam vellesi Helene non pluribus csset 
Gollicilalaprocis; nee qua: Lopitheia movjl 
Prcelia, necconjux timidii audacit tTTyud. 
Kunc quoque, cumfuglaaaverBeriique, pelenlc^ 
Mille proci cupuini; ei temideique, deique, 
£t quK'runque lenent Albanos numina monies. 
Scd tu, li supies, t'i (e bene jungere, anutnque 



iiiquani credit, aaia) vulgices rejice lEedisj 
alibi selige: pniqi 




.VERTUMNUS AND POMONA. I ^ 

For his firm faith I dare engage my own; 

Scarce to himself^ himself is better known. 

To distant lands Vertumnus never roves ; S s 

Like you, contented with his native groves ; 

Nor at first sight, like most, admires the fair: 

For you he lives ; and you alone shall share 

His last affection, as his early care. 

Besides, he's lovely far above the rest^ 90 

With youth immortal, and with beauty blest. 

Add, that he varies ev'ry shape with ease. 

And tries all forms that may Pomona please. 

But what should most excite a mutual flame^ 

Your rural cares and pleasures are the same. 95 

To him your orchard's early fruits are due; 

(A pleasing offering when 'tis made by you) 

He values these; but yet, alas! complains 

That still the best and dearest gif^ remains. 

Me quoque pignus habe. Neque enim sibi notior 

ille est, 
Quam mihi. Nee toto passim vagus errat in orbe. 85 
Haec loca sola coHt. Nee uti {ars magnoe procorum, 
Quam modo vidit, amat. Tu primus et ultimus illi 
Ardor eris ; solique saos tibi devovet annos. 
Adde, quod est juvenis : quod naturale decoris 90 

Munus habet; formasque apte fingetur in omnes : 
£t, quod erit jussus (jubeas licet omnia) fiet. [tur. 
Quid, quodamatis item, quod, qux tibi poma colun- 
Primus habet ; letaque tenet tua mML\Nftx^^'^\x^'\ ^ 
Sed Deque jam foetus deftideiax 9;2^\^^xk^^^*^> 



Not the fair ^it that on yon branches glows 
Wilh ihal ripe red th" Hutumnal sun bnlow*: 
Nnr tasieful herbs that in these gatrfens riie, 
Whicti the liind soil with milky aap suppHei; 
You, onty yoo, can niove the god's desire; 
O.'i I crown SO conalattt and so pore a fire I 
Lei soft compsMion touch you> gentle mind; 
Think 'til Venumnua begs yau to be kind? 
So may no frtut, when early buds appear, 
Deslroy ihepromiie of the youthful year; 
Not winds. When first your llorid orchard blows, 
Shake the light bidtsnms from their blasted bouglj! 

This, when ihe various god had uig'd Id vain 
He Bfraighi aGsum'd his native form again : 
Such, and so bright ati aspect now he heirs. 
As tvhen thro' clouds th' emerging sun appears. 
And thence eierling his refulgenl ray, 
Dispels the darkness, and reveals the day. 



Kec qUDS bonus slit, cum sucm milibus herbot; , 
Necquicquam, nisi it. Miserere »rdcniiB;ct ipst 
Qui pelit oie men, pizsentem crede precart- 
Sia libi nee vernom nascentia frigus adurat 
Poma; nee eicaliant rapidi florenlia venti." 
Hxc uhi nequlcquam formas Deus apius in omne^ 
Edidil ; injuvenem rediil: el anilia demit 
Jnslrumenta sibj. TaMsqne adparuit illi, 
Qualis ubi oppo'ilis nitidlsslniB solii ima^ 
^£ricll mibes, -Uullaque obsnmifiB^f^ 



trCRTUMNUS AND POMONA. 

Force he prepared, but check'd the rash design ; 
For wheti; appearing in a form divine. 
The nymph surveys him, and beholds the grace 
Of charming features and a youthful face. 
In her soft breast consenting passions move. 
And the warm maid confess'd a mutual love. 

Vimque parat : sed vi non est opus ; inque figura 
(^apta Dei nymphaest, et mutua vulnera sentit. 



IMITATIONS 

OF ENGLISH POETS. 

CDcne by the Author in his youth- 3 



I. CHAUCER- 

^VoMEN ben full of ragerie. 

Yet swinken nat sans secresie. 

Thiike moral shall ye understond^ 

From schoole-boy's tale of fay re Irelond; 

Which to the fennes hath him betake. 

To filche the grey ducke fro the lake. 

Right then there passen by the way 

His aunt, and elce her daughters tway. 

Ducke in his trowses hath he hent. 

Not to be spy'd of ladies gent. 

But ho ! our nephew,*' crieth one, 

*' Ho!" quoth another, '* Cozen John;'* 

And stoppen, and lough, and callen out,— 

This sely clerke full low doth lout: 

They asken that, and talken this, 

** Lo, here is Coz, and here is Miss.** 

But, as he glozeth with speeches soote. 

The ducke sore tickleth his erse roote: 

Fore- piece and buttons all-to-brest 

Forth thrust a white neck and red crest. 

*' Te-hee;" cry'd ladies; clerlce nought spake: 

Miss star'd, and grey ducke crieth ** quaake." 

'* O moder, moder!" quoth the daughter, 

' ' Be thiike same thing maids longen a'ter? 




Li ev'iy town wlicre Tluinii rolls his tyif, 
\i narrow pais tk'iei»,'WiUvhd<Mi«Jafi', < ■ < 

V^herc ever saianoalhe uieam itty'd, 

&I] J many a boat ia& blkling t« and £«>; 
tAtrt oil Hie ticud llie uMCi ef iufanl H'Ue, ; 

pie Ebon Ihick uA, i«iuj !u.'i«itin> and -.liiiUet (qiall : 
biivciuije, inolli'ei, vei jouT cliilc>ren 90^ 
bine ptayi tfOata lul, juini' i-tck ajjaliist llie ivalJ, 
Led, u they cieuf htii lair, tor breuJ aad buner call. 

11. 
ind on the brolien pavemenr, here md tliere, lo 

3oih maiQ a aiinkiiig >pT«i, niid tiHcriHG, li«i 

|l brandy and uAuta iltop ix itwc, 

Anil hem, and dogs, tiid ho|{3, an ietdhig}^-; 

^il here ai sailnr'ajsckoi hang* lo dry- 

&t ev'tj' dooi are tunbafni nnttioni se(n i S 

Mending old n«i» lo i:wdi the Half fiy. 

Now BJnginB sJirill, and KOlildig eft beiwfen : 
Iculds ansnrr bul- muulh'd KaUa — baJ ndgbUont- 
hood 1 w«e». 

in. 

The sna|i^»h cur <ih« |ni!iMii|,>er'i mnby V 

CloM-ft my liwl. ti-tlh)'»lpiiisitBb\« W^^v, -^ 
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The whimp'ring girl, and hoarser screaming boy. 
Join to the yelping treble shrilling cries; 
The scolding quean to louder notes doth rise. 
And her full pipes those shrilling cries confound ; 
To her full pipes the grunting hog replies; 
The grunting hogs alarm the neighbours round ; 
And curs, girls, boys, and scolds, in the deep base 

IV. [drov 

Hard by a sty, beneath a roof of thatch, 
Dwelt Obloquy, who, in her early days. 
Baskets of fish, at Billingsgate, did watch. 
Cod, whiting, oyster, inackrel, sprat, or plaice : 
There leam'd she speech from tongues that n 
Slander beside her like a magpie chatters, [c< 
Wit^ envy, (spitting Cat) dread foe to peace ; 
Like a curs'd cur. Malice before her clatters. 
And vexing ev*ry wight, tears clothes and all to tat 

V. 
Her dugs wer? mark*d by ev*ry collier's hand ; 
Her mouth was blacH as bull-<iogs at the stall ; 
She scratched, bit, and spar'd ne kice, ne band. 
And bitch and rogue her answer was to all; 
Nay, ev*n the parts of shame by name would cal 
Yea, when sb^.passed by or lane, or nook. 
Would greet the man who turn*d him to the wal 
And by his hand obscen« the porter took. 
Nor ever did askance like modest virgin look. 

VI. 
Such place hath Deptfbid, navy-building town, 

Woolwich and W»ppuigi SKQelUnj; dtiang of pttc 
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Such Lambetbf envy of each band and gown. 
And Twick'ngm such, which fairer scenes enrich. 
Grots, sutues, urns, and Jo — n's dog and bitch. 50 
Ne village is without, on either side, 
All up the silver Thames, or all adown ; 
Ke Richmond's self, from whose tall front are ey'd 
Vales, spires, meandring streams, and Windsor's 
towVy pride. 54 

III. WALLER. 

On a Lady tinging to her lute. 

Fair charmer 1 cease ; nor make your voice's prize 
A heart resigned the conquest of your eyes : 
Well might, alas ! that threaten'd vessel fail. 
Which winds and lightning both at once assail. 
We were too bless'd with these enchanting lays, $ 
Which must be heav*nly when an angel plays; 
But killing charms your lover's death contrive. 
Lest heaiv'nly music should be heard alive. 
Orpheus could charm the trees ; but thus a tree. 
Taught by your hand, can charm no less than he, 10 
A poet made the silent wood pursue; 
This vocal wood had drawn the poet too. 

On a Fan oj the Author* s design^ tn zchicb was pavtUd the 
story of Cepbdlus and Procris, tvitb the rnotlo ** Aur.i 
Veni.'* 

Come, gentle Air ! th' ^olian shepherd said. 
While Procris pant^ed in the secret shade; 
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Come, gentle Air! the fairer Delia cries. 

While at her feet her swain expiring Ii«. 

I.o ! tho glad gales c'^r all her beauties stray, 

}3reathe on her lips, and in her bosom play ! 

I n Delia's hand this tdy is fatal found, 

Kor could that fabled dart more surely wound : 

Both. gifts dflstructive to the givers prove; . 

Alike both lovers fall by those they love. 

Yet guiltless too this bright destroyer lives. 

At random wounds^ rior knows the wound she gives 

(She views the story with attentive eyes. 

And pities Procris, while her lover dies. 

IV. COWLEY. 

n>e Garden, 

Faiji would my Muse the flow'ry treasure sing. 
And humble glories of the youthful Spring; 
Where op'hing roses breathing sweets diffuse. 
And soft carnations show*r their balmy dews ; 
Where lilies smile, in virgin robes of white. 
The thin undress of superficial JigUt, 
And vary'd tulips show so dazzling gay^ 
Blushing in bright diversities of day. 
Eich painted flow'ret in the lake below 
Purveys its beauties, whence its beauties grow; ] 
And pale Narcissus, on the bank in vain 
Transformed, gazes on himself again. 
Here aged trees cathedral walks compose. 
And mount the hill in Tenerable rows; 
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There the green infents in their beds are laid. 

The Garden's hope, and its expected shade. 

Here orange-trees with blooms and pendants shine. 

And vernal honours to their autumn join ; 

Exceed their promise in their ripen'd store. 

Yet in the rising blossom promise more. 20 

There in bright drops the crystal fountains play^ 

By laurels shielded from the piercing day; 

"Where Daphne, now a tree as once a maid. 

Still from Apollo vindicates her shade ; 

Still turns her beauties from th' invading beam, 2 5 

Nor seeks in vain for succour to the stream. 

The stream at once preserves her virgin leaves. 

At once a sheltei from her boughs receives. 

Where summer's beauty midst of winter stays. 

And winter'3 coolness spite of summer's rays. 30 

While Celia's tears make sorrow bright. 
Proud Grief sits swelling in her eyes ; 

The sun, next those the fairest light. 
Thus from the ocean first did rise; 

And thus thro' mists we see the sun, 5 

Which else we durst not gaze upon. 

These silver drops, like morning dew^ 

Foretell the fer\'our of the day : 
So from one cloud soft show'rs we view. 

And blasting lightninss \»]ii%\VNVj. 
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The Stars that fall from Celia'3 eye . 
Declare our doom in drawing nig^. 

The baby in that sunny sphere 

So like a Phaeton appears. 
That Heav*n, the threaten'd world to spare, 1 5 

Thought fit to drown him in her tears; 
Else might th* ambitious nymph aspire 
To set, like him, heay'n too on fire. 

V. E. OF ROCHESTER. 
On Silence, 

I. 

Silence! coeval with eternity; 

Thou wert, ere Nature's self began to be; 

'Twas one vast nothing all, and all slept fast in thee, 

II. 

Thine was the ^way, ere heav'n was form'd, or eartb. 
Ere fruitful Thought concpiv'd Creation's birth, 5 
Or midwife Wprd gave aid, and spoke the infant forth. 

III. 
Then various elements against thee join'd. 
In one more various animal combin'd. 
And fram'd the clam'rous race of busy human-kind. 

IV. 

The tongue mov'd gently first, and speech was low. 
Till wrangling Science taught it noise and show, IQ 
.-And wicked Wit arose, thy most abusive foe.- 
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V. 
But rebel Wit deserts thee oft in vain : 
Lost in the maze of words he turns again^ 
And seeks a surer state, and courts thy gentle reign. 

VI. 

Afflicted Sense thou kindly dost set free, 16 

Oppress'd with axgumental tyranny. 

And routed Reason finds a safe retreat in thee. 

VII. 
With thee in private modest Dulness lies. 
And in thy bosom lurks in Thought's disguise ; 20 
Thou varnisher of fools, and cheat of all the wise ! 

VIII. 
Yet thy indulgence is by both confeat ; 
Folly by thee lies sleeping in the breast. 
And 'tis in thee at last that Wisdom seeks for rest. 

IX. 
Silence ! the knave's repute, the whore's good name. 
The only honour of the wishing dame, 26 

The very want of tongue makes thee a kind of fame ! 

X. 

But couldst thou seize some tongues that now arc free. 

How church and state should be oblig'd to thee i 

At senate, and at bar, bow welcome wouldst thcu be ? 

XL 
Yet speech, ev'n there, submissively withdraws 31 
From rights of subjects, and the poor man's cauLie\ 
Then pompous Silence re\«T\s,biA%\JC\'^xJDR'^^^^'l^''^^* 
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XII. 

Past services of friends, good deeds of foes^ 

What fav'rites gain, and what the nation owes, 35 

Fly the foi*getfuI world) and in thy anns repose. 

XIIL 
The country wit, religion of the town. 
The courtier's learning, policy o' th' gown. 
Are best by thee expressed, and shine in thee aloi^. 

XIV. 

The parson's cant, the lawyer's [sophistry, 4^ 

Lord's quibble, critic's jest, all end in thee; 
All rest in peace at last, and sleep eternally. 

VI. E. of DORSET. 

Artemisia, 
Tho* Artemisia talks by fits. 
Of counsels, classics, fathers, wit?; 

Reads Malbranche, Boyle, and Locke ; 
Yet in somethings methinks she fails : 
'Twere well if she would pare her nails, 5 

And wear a cleaner smock. 

Haughty and huge as High-Dutch bride. 
Such Hastiness, and so much pride. 

Are oddly join'd by Fate: 
On her large squab you find her spread, 10 

Like a fat corpse upon a bed. 

That lies and stinks in state. 
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She wears no colours (sign of grace) 
On any part except her face. 

All white and black beside : 15 

Dauntless her look^ her gesture proud. 
Her voice theatrically loud. 

And masculine her stride. 

So have I seen, in black and white, 

A prating thing, a magpie bight, 20 

Majestically stalk ; 
A stately worthless animal. 
That plies the tongue, and wags the tail, 

AH flutter, pride, and talk. 

Fbryne, 

i^^HRYNE had talents for mankind; 
Open she was, and unconfin'd. 

Like some free port of trade : 
Merchants unloaded here their freight. 
And agents from each foreign state, S 

Here first their entry made. 

Her learning and good breeding such. 
Whether th* Italian, or the Dutch, 

Spaniards, or French, came to her. 
To all obliging she'd appear : 10 

'Twas Si Signhr, 'twas Taw Mynhetr, 

'Twas S' d vcus plait, Monsitur, 

Obscure by birth, renown'd by crimes. 
Still changing names, religions, climes, 
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At length she turns a bride : 
In di'monds, pearls^ and rich brocades. 
She shines the first of batter'd jades. 

And flutters in her pride. 

So have I known those insects fair 
(Which curious Germans hold so rare) 

Still vary shapes and dyes; 
Still gain new titles with new forms ; 
First grubs obscene, then wriggling worms. 

Then painted butterflies. 

VII. DR. SWIFT. 

The bappy Ufe of a Country ^Parton* 

Parson, these things ih thy possessing 
Are better than the bishop's blessing: 
A wife that makes conserves ; a steed 
That carries double when there's need ; 
October store, and best Virginia, 
Tythe pig, and mortuary guinea ; 
Gazettes sent gratis down and frank'd. 
For which thy patron's weekly thank'd; 
A large concordance, bound long since ; 
Sermons to Charles the First, when prince ; 
A chro^nicle of ancient standing; 
A Chrysostom to smooth thy band in ; 
The Polyglot — three parts — my text, 
Howbeit — likewise — now to my next : 
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Lo here the Septuagint — and Paul, 1 5 

Tp sum the whole — the close of all. 
He that has these may pass his lifrj 
Drink with the 'squire, and kiss his wife ; 
On Sundays preachj and eat his fill. 
And &st on Fridays — if he will ; 20 

Toast Church and Queen, explain the news. 
Talk with churchwardens about pews, 
Pny heartily for some new gift. 
And shake his head at Doctor S — t 24 



KPISTLE TO DR. ARBUTHNOT: 

BEING THE 

PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To the Jirst Publicaticn of this Epis&f, 

i H I s paper is a sort of bill of complaint, begun 
many years since, and drawn up by snatches as the 
several occasions offered. I had no thoughts of pub- 
lishing it, till it pleased some persons of rank and 
fortune [the authors of Verses to the Imitator ol 
Horace, and of an Epistle to a Doctor of Divinity 
from a Nobleman at Hampton-Court] to attack in 
a very extraordinary manner, not only my writings, 
(of which, being public, the public is judge) but 
my person, morals, and family, whereof, to those 
who know me not, a truer information may be re- 
quisite. Being diWded between the necessity to say 
something of myself, and myown laziness to under- 
take 80 awkward a task, I thought it the shortest 
way to put the last hand to this Epistle. If it have 
any thing pleasing, it will be that by which I am 
most desirous to please, the truth, and the senti- 
ment; and if any thing offensive, it will be only 
to those I am least sorry to offend, the vicious or the 
ungenerous. 



ADVERTISEMENT. 33 

•my will know their own pictures in it, there being 
lot a ciicuinstaDce but what is true ; but I have^ 
or the most part, spared their names, and tliey may 
escape beix^ laughed at, if they please, 
^ould have some of them know it was owing* to the 
request of the learned and candid friend, to whom 
it is inscribed, that I make not as free use of theirs 
IS they have done of mine. However, I diall Iiave 
this advantage and honour on my side, that where- 
as, by their proceeding, any abuse may be directed 
It any man, no injury can possibly be done by mine, 
since a nameless character can never be found out 
but by its truth and lilwness. 

P. 
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EPISTLE TO DR. ARBUTHNOT. 

p. SncT, ihui ttie door, gaod John ! ratigu'd, [ taid 
Tic up the knocker, say I'm sick, I'm dead. 
The dog-ilar rages 1 nay, 'lis pasl a doubt 
All Bedlam, or Pamauiu, is lei out : 

- Fire in each eye. aiid papen in each hand, 
) Tbey nive, recile, and madden round llic land. 

What vralU CIO guard me, or what shadesciti hide 
They pierce my Ihickels. through my grot they gUd 
By land, by water, they renew the charge. 
The; atop Ihe chariot, and Ihey board the barge. 
No place is sacred, not Ihe church is free, 

H Ev'n Sunday shioea no 9abbalh-day ID me: 

Then from the Mint walks forth the man of rhyme, 
Happy 10 catch ine, just at dinner-time. 

Is there a parion much bemus'd in beer, i 

A maudlin poetess, a rhyrning peer, 
A clerk, faredaom'd his faltier'a soul (o cross, 
Who pens a stania, when he should engross ? 
Is there who, lock'd from ink and paper, scrawls 
Withdesp'ia.te charcoal rcund his darken'd wall*? 
All Ry 10 Twii'nam, and in humble stnin ] 

Apply 10 me, 10 keep Ihem mad Orvaia. i 

Arthur, whose giddy ton neglfctsthe laws. 
Imputes to roe and my damo'd Worki the cause ; 
Poor Cornus sees his ftantlc wife elop«, j 

[ ^nc/curves tvii, andF(Hi.ry,andFofe. 
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roDLocct ta tin sxtihm. 

Ffiend to my life! (which, did not you prolong. 
The world had waniBd manj' an idle song) 
Whatdropor noBlnim can this plague remove? 
Or which must end me, u fool's nrath, or love I 
A diiF dilemma I either iva; rmspnl; 
If Toes, ihey write, if triend!, lliey read me deMt. 
Scii'd, and ly'd down to judge, how wrtlched 1 1 
Who can-t be tileiit, and who will not lie. 
To laugh wote want of goiKliiessimd ufgnce. 
And lobegmve e«eedi-allpo«'rorfiice, 
I lit with sad ehilliy, I read 
With honest anguish, and in aching head. 
And dmpat Isst, bul in unwilling can, 
This lav iDg cDDnsel, " Ktvp-your plere nine fears. 

Nine yenra '■ ctits he, whu, high in Drury Lane, 
Lull'd hj-joftacphyn thro' the broken pane, 
Hhimei are he wafcet, and prints before Trrm ends, 
Oblig'd by hunger, and nqucii of fiiendi : 
*' The piece, you think, isinron«ei( why take it, 
" I'm alt tubtnlssian ; wh»i youM have it — make ii 

Three things another's modnt wiihes bound. 
My friendship, and a prelogue, ind ten pound. 

Pilholeon Knd* to me: " You know his Grace, 
"1 want a patron ; ask him foca place." 
Piiholeon libell'd me — " But here's a leiter 
" Infamsyou, Sir, 'nnii when be knew nobeiier. 
" Dart you refusEbimi CurlinvlltKio dine, 
"He'll write a Jovmal, or he'll turn divine." 






'' FiiTJe}, death, and tt 
If 1 approM, " Commend it to the slagii,'' 
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Fit'd tlislthi^llouwreieci him, " 'SdMth, rilpraitil, 
'■ And •hame iJie fools — Your ini'rmi. Sir, wllb 

LintDI, dull Tcgaei will think yOut price too mWbi 
" Not, SiT, if yon levisc il, and retouch." ' 

All my demufs but double hii atiucke ; i 

At l.isl lie whispers, '" Dw, and we go »uoi>." 
Glad of a ifonnel, ilnighl I clap Ibe icot; 
" Sir, lei me lee your woilcs and jaa no mam-" 

'Til aung] when Midas* ears began lo aprin^ 
(Midas, a gacred person and a ting) I 

His very mintilcr who »|iy'd ihem firsl • 

(SoOMsay hit qnrcn] was fort'd latptnk oibtfnL ' 
And is nol mine, my rriend, * sorer cue, i 

When (f'ry coxcomb perki thcmin my hee?: \ 

A.,GaiKlftirndt'fDtbcir; yondeal itidanj'MK! 
I'dntVCf nimc queens, miniMfi^, orkingl; 
Kei^p .4l«N lo «ais, and ibosc let a«es prink, 
'Til cgdiing. — Vi Nolhing! if ihty bite «« 
Out wilh [I, Duneiad! lei thesccieipaM, 
Thalseerel lo *»ch fool, thaihc't nn *j»r 
TbetnlthoncCtDld (aad whei«rare^£h«ild Ht ntfj 
The Queen of MidaaalEpt, 'and *o rmy t. 

You think Me cruel ? tatc It tor a ruFo, 
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little atsfool.' 
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l>it, box, and gall'ry, in convulsions hurl'd, 

Thoo stand' tt unshook amidst a bursting world. 

Who shames a scribbler ? break one cobweb thro^ 

He spins the slight self-pleasing thread anew: 90 

Destroy his.fib^ or sophistry, in vain. 

The creature's at his dirty work again, 

Thron'd on the centre of his thin designs. 

Proud of a vast extent of flimsy lines 1 

Whom have I hurt ? has poet yet, or peer, 95 

Lost the arch'd eyebrow, or Parnassian sneer ? 

And has not Colly still his lord, and whore ? 

His butchers Henley, his free-masons Moore ? 

Does not one table Bavius still admit ? 

Still to one bishop Philips seem a wit ? 100 

Still Sappho — A. Hold! for God's sake you'll offend. 

No names — becalm— learn prudence of a friend : 

I too could write, and I am twice as tall; 

But foes like these — P. One flatt'rer's worse than all. 

Of all mad creatures, if the learn 'd are right, 10^ 

It is the slaver kills and not the bite. 

A fool quite angry is quite innocent ; 

Alas I 'tis ten times worse when they repent. 

One dedicates in high heroid prose. 
And ridicules beyond a hundred foes; 1 19 

One from all Grubstreet will my fame defend. 
And, more abusive, calls himself my friend. 
This prints my letters, that expects a bribe. 
And others roar aloud, " Subscribe, subscribe !" 

There are who to my person pay their court : 115 
I cough like Horace, and, tho' lean, amshoii*. 
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Amnion's great son one shoulder had too high. 

Such Ovid's nose, and, " Sir .' you haY« an eye-—*' 

Go on, obliging creatures 2 make me see 

All tliat disgrac'd my betters, met in me. 120 

Say, fur my comfort, languishing in bed, 

** Just so immortal Mau'o held his head:" 

And when I die, be sure you Jet me know 

Great Homer dy'd three thousand years ago. 

Why did I write P what sin to me unknovn^ 125 
Dipp'd me in ink, my parents', or my own f 
As yet a child, nor yet a fool to fame, 
riisp'd in numbers, for the numbers came. 
I left no calling for this idle trade. 
No duty broke, no father disobey'd ; 130 

The Muse but serv'd to ease some friend, not wife. 
To help me thro' this long disease, my life, 
I'o second, Arbuthnot ! thy art and care. 
And teach the being youpreserv'd to bear. 

Uui why then publish ? Granville the polite, 135 
And knowing Walsh, would tell me I couU write; 
Well-nutur'd Garth InflamM with early praise. 
And Congreve lov'd, and Swift endur'd my lays; 
The courtly Talbot, Somers, Sheffield, read, 
£v'n mitred Rochester would nod the head, 140 

And St. John's self (great Dryden's friends before) 
Witli open armsreceiv'd one poet more. 
Happy my studies, when by these approv'd I 
Happier their Author, when by these be]o\ 'd I 
rroni thcoe the world will judge of men and bocks, 
Not ironi the JJurnets, Oldmixons, and Cooks. 146 
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Soft ime my aumbers ; who could talsr offence 
While pure ckKiiptaon held the place of sense ? 
Like gentle ¥umf*s was nay Sow '17 theme, 
A painted mistress, or a puriinj^ stream. 1 50 

Yet ih^n did OMon draw his venal ^vall ; 
I witfa'd th^maD a dinaer, and sat strU. 
Yet then ^d Beaois rave in furiousliet ; 
I never ansver'd : i was not in debt. 
If nr wit pn>v(^d, or madness made t hem print , 153 
I wag'd so war with Bedlam or the Mint. 

Did some more sober critic come abroad. 
If wrongs I smil'd; if right, I kiss'd the red. 
Pains^ reading, study, are their just pretence. 
And all they want is spirit, taste, and sense. 160 

GiMmnas and points they set exactly right. 
And 'twere a sin to rob them of their mite. 
Yet ne'er one sprig of laurel grac'd these ribalds, 
From slashing BentJey, down to piddling Tibal i^ : 
£ach wight, who reads not, and but scans and i^^a 
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£ach word-catcher, that lives on syllables, lOt'y 

Ev'n such small critics some regard may claim, 
Preserved in Milton's, or in Shakespeare's name. 
Pretty 1 in amber to observe the forms 
Of hairs, or straws, or dirt, or grubs, or worms ! i 'o 
The things, welsaow, are neither rich nor lare. 
But wonder how the devil they got there. 

Were others angry, I excus'd them' too ; 
Well might they rage, I gave them but their due. 
A man's true merit 'tis not hard to find ; 1-5 

But each maQ'« secret standard in his mind, 
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That casting-weight pride adds to emptinesSj 

This who can gratify ? for who can guess ? 

The bard whom pilfer'd pastorals renown. 

Who turns a Persian tale for half-a-crown, l8o 

Just writes to make his barrenness appear, H^'y^^r > 

And strains, from hard-^bound brains, eight lines a* 

He, who still wanting, tho' he lives on theft. 

Steals much, spends little, yet has nothing left; 

And he who now to sense, now nonsense, leaning. 

Means not, but blunders round about a meaning; 

And he whose fustian's so sublimely bad. 

It is not poetry, but prose run mad : 

All these my modest Satire bade translate. 

And own'd that nine such poets made a Tate. t^a 

How did they fume, and stamp, and roar, and chafe I 

And swear, not Addison himself was safe. 

Peace to all such I But were there one whose fires 
True genius kindles, and fair fame inspires, 
Bless'd with each talent and each art to please, 19$ 
And born to write, converse, and live with ease ; 
Should such a man, too fond to rule alone. 
Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the throne. 
View him with scornful, yet with jealous eyes. 
And hate for arts that caus'd himself to rise ; ao§ 

Damn with faint praise, assent with civil leer. 
And without sneering teach the rest to sneer; 
Willing to wound, and yet afraid to strike, 
Jubt hint a fault, and hesitate dislike ; 
Alike reserv'd to blame, or to commend, 205 

A tini'rgusfoe, and a suspicious friend; 
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ng cv'n fools, by flatterers besieg'd, 
obliging that he ne'er cblig'd; 
•to, give his little senate Ia\rs, 
: attentive to his own applause ; 210 

wits and Templars e\'*ry sentence raise, 
onder with a foolish face of pr2i.*.c — 
utniu»t laugh, if such a man there bef 
rould not weep, if Atticus were he ! 
It tho' my name stood rubric on the walls, 2 1 5 
ster'd posts, with claps, in capitals? 
)king forth, a hundred hawker^' load, 
igs of winds came flying all abroad ? 
it BO homage from the race that write ; 
like Asian monarchs, from their sight ; 220 
I heeded (now berhym'd so long) 
•re than thou, great George ! a birthday iong. 
with wits or witlin/*? pass'd my days, 
ead about the itch of verse and praise; 
ike a puppy, daggled thro' the To>\ n, 225 

rh and carry sing-song up and down ; 
: rehearsals sweat, and mouth'd, and cry'd, 
liandkerchicf and orange at my side ; 
:k of fops, and poetr)-, and prate, 
ifo left the whole Castalian state. 230 

id as Apollo on his forked hill, 
jll-blown Bufo, pufl'M by ev'ry quill ; 
ith soft dedication all daylong, 
e and he went hand in hand in song, 
jrary (where busts of poets dead i"i>«) 

. true Pindar stood without a head) 



Becciv'd of wiU an undiaiingutsh'd lacc. 
Who first his judgment aik'd, and then n place: 
Much Die; cxioli'd his pictures, much his seal. 
And flatter'd ev'ry day, and some days eat ; 
Till giown more tiugal in his riper ilayi. 
He paid ioiae bards with pon, and some wilhpraij 
Tn some a diy rehearsal was assign'd. 
And others (harder still) he paid in kind. 
Drycfen alone (what wonder f) canie not nigh, | 
Drj'den alone eseap'd tliij judging eye. 
But S'i" the great have kindness in reserve: 
He help'd lobury whom he belp'd 10 sta[V& 1 

May some choice patron hles& each graj^gooie qi 
May ev'ry Baviua have hisBufoslill! j 

So wliefi a statesman wonts a day's dekoce, , 
Or Envy holds a whole weeks war with Senae, 
Of simple Pride for Hatl'ry malies demands, | 
May dunce by dunce he whistled oifmy hands E , 
Bleis'd lie the great! Tor those they takeaway. 
And Ihose Ihej left me — lor they left me Gay ; 
Left me 10 see neglected genius bloom. 
Neglected die, and tell it on his tomb: 
Ofull tliy blameless life the sole return 
My verse, and QueEsnb'ry weeping o'er thy urn I 

Ob! let me live my own, anddieto loo! 
(To Jive and die is all Ihaveiodo;) , 

Maintain a poet's dignity and case. 
And see whaifrieads, and read what boDk», I pleas) 
Above A patron, Iho' ~ 



PBOtO«UE TO THE 8AT1BES. 4i 

rn for courts or great aBkin ; 
>ts, believe, and say my pray'rs; 
ithout a poem in my head^ 
f Dennis be alive or dead. 270 

[ askM what next shall see the light ? 
as I bom for nothing but to write ? 
oys for me ? or (to be grave) 
iend to serve^ no soul to save ? 274 

m close with Swift — Indeed? no doubt 
.ting Balbus) something will come out.** 
lin, deny it as I will ; 
a genius never can lie still ;" 
r mine obligingly mistsdces 
npoon Sir Will, or Bubo makes. 2$o 

ss I ! and can I chuse but smile^ 
' coxcomb knows me by my Style ? 
he verse, how well soe'er it flow, 
JO make one worthy man my foe, 
scandal, innocence a fear, 285 

soft-ey'd virgin steal a tear! 
hurts a harmless neighbour's peace, 
1 worth, or beauty in distress, 
i lie, lame slander helps about^ 
a libel, or who copies out ; 290 

lose pride affects a patron's name, 
tvounds an author's honest fame ; 
)ur merit selfishly approve, 
le sense of it, without the love; 
e vanity to call you Friend, 295 

be honour^ \njur\lj to defend^ 



44 PROLOCl'E TO THE SATIRBS. 

Who tells whatever you think, wliatc'er you say, 
And, if he lie not, must at leaitt betray; 
Who to the Dean and silver bell can swear. 
And sees at Canons what was never there; 
Who reads, but with a lust to misapply^ 
Make3 satire a lampoon, and fiction lie ; 
A lash like mine no honest man shall dread. 
But all such babbling blockheads in his stead. 

Let Sporus tremble — A. What ? that thing of 8 
Sporus! that mere white curd of asses' milk ? 
Satire or sense, alas ! can Sporus feel ? 
Who breaks a butterfly upon a wheel ? 
P. Yet let me flap this bug with gilded wings. 
This painted child of dirt, that stinks and stings; 
Whose buzz the witty and the fair annoys, 
Yet wit ne'er tastes, and beauty ne'er et\joy8 : 
So well-bred spaniels civilly delight 
III mumbling of the game they dare not bite. 
EtcrnnI smiles his emptiness betray. 
As shallow streams run dimpling all the way. 
Whether in florid impotence he speaks. 
And, as the prompter breathes, the puppet squeak 
Or at the ear of Eve, familiar toad. 
Half froth, half venom, spits himself abroad, ' 
In puns, or politics, or talcs, or lies, 
Cr spite, or smut, or rhymes, or blasphemies; 
His wit all ^ce-saw between that and this, 
Now high, now low, now master up, now mis3. 
And ho hini?e!f one vile antithcsit" 




I Eve's lemplfr thus [tic Rnbbini iMce clprest, 

A clianib's face, arepliie all rlie real; 
i Beuuiy ihai shocks you, jiaiii ili^i none will irusi, 
►■■Wit that can cfEcp, anil priilc Ihil ticks llie dusl. 
' Xol Fortune's WDilhipper, nor Fishion's fool, 
^IJat Lucie's madman, aor Amt)[iioii*s teal, 
^ol proud notscrvflc, be oui poet's praise ; 
9'hat if h« plcai'd, he picas'd by manly ways( 
itfldll'ry, ev'o takings, be held 4 tliami^, 
ind iliaughlaliein vtr&corproM theiunc; 

I in fancy's imiB ht wander'd loi'g, ; 

ll sloop'd toliulli, and marslli'd liis iong i 

)l far fame, bvl Finue'i belter end, 
e wood iheluriuus foe, tlw timidfrictid, 
file dammng critic, hoir-approvrng wit, 
Qrite coxromb bit, mtetring tobelili; 3 

:h'd 4t the lo»s of friendt he nevti had, 
PTh(du1I, iheprnud, tbt wicked, and iht mud; 

I Til* disWnt thrc»fs of vengeance on his head, 
ThthJuw Mnfell, Ihe tear be never shed; 
The lalerevit'd, the He io,ofl' o'ertlirown, 3 

Th' imputed tiwJi, audduliiess nut bis own; 
The inonli bliclen'tl when the wrilingi 'scapf, 
Tlic libel I'd pemin, mid >he pic^ur'd shRpe; 
Atiuie, onatt he lov'd, oi luv'ilhiix), sprud, 
Jl friend In ctile, ora Wher deidi 



4^ PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 

The whisper that, to greatness still too near. 
Perhaps yet vibrates on his sovereign's ear — 
Welcome for thee, fair Virtue » all the past; 
For thee, fair Virtue ! welcome ev*n the last ! 

A. But why insult the poor, aflfront the great ? 363 
P. A knave's a knave, to me, in ev*ry state ; 
Alike my scorn, if he succeed or fail, 
Sporus at court, or Japhet in a jail ; 
A hireling scribbler, or a hireling peer. 
Knight ot the Post corrupt, or of the shire ; 365 

If on a pillory, or near a throne. 
He gain his prince's ear, or lose his own. 

Yet soft by nature, more a dupe than wit, 
Sappho can tell you how this man was bit : 
This dreaded sat'rist Dennis will confess 370 

Kue to his pride, but fiiend to his distress; 
So humble, he has knock'd at Tibbald's door. 
Has drunk with Gibber, nay, has rhym'd for Moore. 
Full ten years slander'd, did he once reply ? 
Three thousand suns went down on Welsted's lie. 375 
To please a mistress one aspers'd his life ; 
He lash'd him not, but let her be his wife : 
Let Budgel charge, low Grub-street on his quill. 
And write whatever he pleas'd, except his Will ; 
Let the two Curls of town and court, abuse jSa 

His father, mother, body, soul, and Muse. 
Yet why ? that father held it for a rule. 
It was a sin to call our neighbour Fool ; 
That harmless mother thought no wife a whore j 
lUarthU, aijd if are his family, James Moore! 385 



PROLOCDE TO THE SATIRES. 47 

Unspotted names, and memomble long ! 
If there be force in virtue, or in song. 

Of gentle blood (part shed in Honour's cause, 
While yet in Britain Honour had applause) 
£ach parent sprung. — A. What fortune, pray ? 

P. Their own; 390 

And better got than Bestia's from the throne. 
Bom to no pride, inheriting no strife. 
Nor marrying discord in a noble wife. 
Stranger to civil and religious rage. 
The good man walk'd innoxious thro' his age ; 395 
Ko courts he saw, no suits would ever try. 
Nor dar'd an oath, nor hazarded a lie. 
Unleam'd, he knew no schoolman's subtle art. 
No language but the language of the heart. 
By nature honest, by experience wise, 400 

Healthy by temp' ranee, and by exercise ; 
His life, tho' long, to sickness past unknown. 
His death was instant, and without a groan. 
O grant me thus to live, and thus to die ! 404 

Who sprung from kings shall know less joy than I. 

O Friend! may each domestic bliss be thine ! 
Be no unplea.'^ing melancholy mine; 
Me let the tender office long engage 
To rock the cradle of reposing age. 
With lenient arts extend a mother's breath, 410 

Make Languor smile, and smooth the bed of Deaths 
Explore the thought, explain the asking eye. 
And keep awhile one parent from the sky ! 



48 PROLOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 

On cares like these, if length of days attend^ 
May Heav'n, to bless those days, preserve my fr 
Preserve him social, chearful, and serene. 
And just as rich as when he serv'd a Queen ! 
A. Whether that blessing be denyM or giv*n. 
Thus far was right, the rest belongs to Heav*n. 



SATIRES, EPISTLES, AND ODES, 

OF HORACE : 

IMITATED. 
Ludentit ipedem dabft* et tarquebitor. nOR . 

AdvtrtUenunt, 

The occasion of publishing these Imitations was 
the clamour raised on some of my Epistles. An 
answer from Horace was both more full and of incie 
dignity than any I could have made in my own 
person; and the example of much greater free- 
dom in so eminent a divine as Dr. Donne, seemed 
a proof with what indignation and contempt a 
Christian may treat vice or folly in ever so low, 
or ever so high a station. Both these authors were 
acceptable to the princes and ministers, under whom 
they lived. The Satires of Dr. Donne I versified 
at the desire of the Earl of Oxford, while he was 
Lord Treasurer, and of the Duke of Shrewsbury, 
who had been Secretary of State ; neither of whom 
looked upon a satire on vicious courts as any re- 
flection on those they served in. And indeed there 
is not in the world a greater error than that which 
fools are so apt to fall into^ and knaves with good 

Eui 



60 



ADVERTISEMENT. 

reason to encourage, the mistaking a satirist fc 
libeller; whereas, to a true satirist, nothing is 
odious as a libeller; for the same reason as to a r 
truly virtuous nothing is so hateful as a hypocrit 



Uot acquus viituti atque ejus amicis. 
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Adverthement, 

>Vhoever expects a paraphrase of Horace, o 
faithful copy of his genius, or manner of writi 
in these Imitations, will be much disappoint 
Our Author uses the Roman poet for little m 
than his canvas; and if the old design or colour 
chance to suit his purpose, it is well ; if not, he c 
ploys his own, without scruple or ceremony. He 
it is he is so frequently serious, where Horace U 
jest, and at ease, where Horace is disturbed. I 
word, he regulates his movements no farther on 
original, than was necessary for his concurrence 
promoting their common plan of reformation 
manners. 
Had it been his purpose merely to paraphrase an i 
cient satirist, he had hardly made choice of Hora 
with whom, as a poet, he held little in commi 
besides a comprehensive knowledge of life i 
manners, and a certain curious felicity of expi 
sion, which consists in using the simplest langui 
irith dignity, and the most ornamented with ei 

For the rest J his harir.ony ^rA^vt^iv^vVw^^wumbe 




bi$farceandsplfi)iloiitafra1ouiin£,liiieri.ilty anil 
b fublimitj'ersfniimcii!, wauli ha>'f rallicT ledhmi 
L 10 nnother medcl. Hot wis hi9 lemprt less unlike 
1 ihal or Honce, ihan his Is^cnts. What Hurere 
■ ivDuldonly tmileat, MT.PupCKoutdirrAl wiih ilie 
r part wverity of Persius; ami whai Mr. Popewoi 
' Eirihewith llkecBil3lkliglilm"i) oTJuvcitsI, Hot. 
I nuoJd cuiHrm hliRMlfby lumin^ into ridicule. 
Ir il be asked, llieii, v/hy he took aiiy body si all 
imiule, he ha iiirornicd us in liii 
to ivhkh we any vld, Ibul Uiia sott of Iniiial. 
whuh ue dflhe nature of Parody, ilirous refleclcd 
grace aii'i splendour on cripinuJ ivil, CisiiTeE, lie 
tleemed ii mure nimiaal \o ^'ive ihe wait u/lmiia- 
tloiUto hliSAiiitSj ilua, li^e Deigii-'Hiu, login; 
the niune orSolim la Iniiuiiont. 



HORACE, BOOK II. SAT. 1. 

IMITATED. 
TO MR. FORTESCUE. 

P. There are, (I scarce can think it, but am told) 
J There arc to whom my Satire seems too bold; 

Scarce to wise Peter complaisant enough. 

And something said of Chartres much too rough. 

aThe lines are weak, another's pleas'd to say; 5 

Lord Fanny spins a thousand such a-^iay. 

Tim'rous by nature, of the rich in awe, 

3I come to council learned in the law: 

You'll give me, like a friend, both sage and free. 

Advice ; and (as you use) without a fee. 10 

F. "^rd write no more. 



HOR.LIB. ir. SAT. I. 

HORATIUS. TREBATIUS. 

iH. Sunt quibus in Satira videar nimis acer, et ultra 
Legem tendere opus: asine nervis altera, quidquid 
Composui, pars esse putat, similesque meorum 
Mille die versus deduci posse. sTrebati, 
Quid faciam^ prescribe. 

T. 'VQuiescas. 

U. Ne faciam, iu.qris. 
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if the nights teem tedious— take a wife; 
iier^ truly, if your point be rest, 
e and cowslip wine : probatum tst, 
Ik with Celftus, Celsus will advise 
lom, or something that shall close yotir eyes. 20 
roM neeids must write, write Caesar's praise; 
II gain, at least, a knighthood, or the bays. 
Vhat? like Sir ' Richard, rumbling, rough and 

fierce, ' i ii 

arms, and Geoigt, and Brunswick, crowd the • ' J ■ 

verse, 

i i: 

! I 

I 

no versus ? I " ' 

T. Aio. . t ' i 
H. Peream male, si non 

turn erat ; * verum nequeo dormire. 1 1 1 • | 



54 IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Bcok H. 

Kend with tremendous sound your ears asunder^ 25 
With gun, dium, trumpet^ blunderbuss, and thim- 

der? 
Or nobly wild, with Budgcl's fire and force. 
Paint angels trembling rour.d his falling horse ? 

F. I Then all your Muse's softer art display. 
Let Carolina smooth the tuneful lay ; 3^ 

Lull with Amelia's liquid name the Nine, 
And sweetly flow thro' all the royal line. 

P. ^ Alasl few verses touch their nicer ear : 
They scarce can bear the Laureate twice a-year; 
And justly Cesar scorns the poet's lays : 3S 

It is to history he trusts for praise. 

F. 3 Better be Cibber, I'll maintain it still. 
Than ridicule all taste, blaspheme Quadrille, 
Abuse the City's best good men in metre, - 
And laugh at peers that put their trust in Peter. 40 



Agmina, nee fracta pereuntes cuspide Gallos, 
Aut labentis equo describat yulnera Parthi. 

T. ' Attamen et justum poteras et scribere fQrtem> 
Scipiadam ut sapiens Lucilius. 

H. Haud mihi deexo. 
Cum res ipsa feret: * nisi dextro tempore, Flacci 
Verba per attentam non ibunt Csesaris aurem; 
Cui male si palpere, recalcitrat undique tutus. 

T. 3 Quanto rectius hoc, quam tristi laedere verstt 
Pantolabiun scurram, Nomentanumye nepotem ? 



Snt. /. IMITATI0H8 OF HOBA^E; 55 

Ev'n those you touch not, hate you. 

P. What should ail 'em? 

F. A hundred smart in Timon and in Balaam : 
The fewer still you name, you wound the more ; 
Bond is but one, but Harpax is a score. 

P. z Each mortal has his pleasure : none deny 45 
Scarsd^le his bottle, Darty his ham-pie ; 
Ridotta sips and dances, till she see 
The doubling lustres dance as fost as she ; 
3 F — loves the senate, Hockley-hole his brother. 
Like in all else, as one egg to another. 50 

'^ I love to pour out all myself as plain 
As downright Shippen, or as old Montaigne : 
In them, as certain to be lov'd as seen, 
The soul stood forth, nor kept a thought within; 
In me what spots (for spots I have) appear, 55 

Will prove, at least, tlie medium must be clear. 
In this impartial glass, my Muse intends 
Fair to expose myself, my foes, my friends; 



1 Cum sibi quisque timet, quanquam est intactus, et 

odit. 
H. 2 Quid faciam'? saltat Milonius, ut semcl 

icto 
Accessit fenor capiti, numerusque lucemis. 
3 Castor gaudet equis ; ovo prognatus eodem, 
Pugnis. quot capitum vivunt, totidem studiorum 
Millia. 4 me pedibus delectat claudere verba, 
Lucili ritii, nostrum roeliorioutTO<\'\c. 



56 IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Book //. 

Publish the present age; but where my text 

Is vice too high, reserve it for the next : 60 

My foes shall wish my life a loiif^r date, 

And ev'ry friend the less lament my fate. 

My head and heart thus flowing thro' my quill, 

I Verseman or Proseman, term me which you will. 

Papist or Protestant, or both between, 65 

Like good Erasmus, in an honest mean, 

In moderation placing all my glory, 

While Tories call me Whig, and Whigs a Tory. 

2 Satire's my weapon, but I'm too discreet 
To run a-muck, and tilt at all I meet; 70 

3 I only wear it in a land of Hectors, 
Thieves, supercargoes, 8haq}er8, and directors. 



I He vclut fidis arcana sodalibus olim 

Credebat libris; neque, si male gesserat, iisquam, 

Decurrens alio, neque si bene : quo At ut oninis 

Votiva pateat veluti descripta tabella 

Vita seftis. dcqiior hunc, i Lucanus an Appulus, 

anceps : 
[[Nam Venusinus arat flnem sub utrumque colonus. 
Missus ad hoc, pulsis (vetus est ut fama) Sabellis, 
Quo ne per vacuum Romano incurrcret hostts; 
Sive quod Appulagens, seu quod Lucania bellum 
Incuteret violenta.] ^ sed hie stylus haud petit ultro 
Ouemquam animantem, et me veluti custodiet ensis 
Vagina tectus, quern cur distringere coner, 
i Tutus ab infcstis latronibus? O pater et rex 



Sat. /. IMITATIOilS OF HORACE. 57 

« Save but our army! and let Jove incrust 

Swords, pikes, and guns, with everlasting rust! 

* Peace is my dear delight — not Fleur} 'a more ; 75 

But touch me, and no minister so sore. 

Whoe'er offends, at some unlucky time 

3 Slides into verse, and hitches in a rhyme. 

Sacred to ridicule his whole life long. 

And the sad burthen of some merry song. 8a 

4 Slander, or poison, dread from Delia's rage; 
Hard words, or hanging, if yourjud^e be Page: 
From furious Sappho scarce a milder fate, 
P-x'd by her love, or libell'd by her hate. 
5 Its proper pow'r to hurt each creature feels; 85 

Bulls aim their horns, and asses lift their heels; 
'Tis a bear's talent not to kick, but hug; 
And no man wonders lie's rot stung by pug. 



I Jupiter, ut pereat positum rubigine telum. 
Nee quisquam noceat * cupido mihi pacis! at illc. 
Qui me commorit, (melius non tangere, clamo) 
3 Flebit, et insignis tota cantabitur Urbe. 

4 Sen'ius iratus leges minitatur et urnam ; 
Canidia Albuti, quibus est inimica, venenum : 
Grande malum Turius, si quis sejudicecertet. 
5 VXf quo qul:fque valet, suspectos terreat, utqur 
Imperet hoc natura potens, sic collige mecum. 
Dente lupus, cornu taurus petit, unde ni^i intiis 

F^lume HI. V 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE. JSmIK iU 

> drink with Walters, or with Chartres eat, 
»yMl never poison you, they'll only cheat. 90 

Then^ learned Sir! (to cut the matter short) 
'hate'er my fate, or well, or ill, at court, 
Whether old age, with faint, but cheerful ray, 
ittends to gild the cv'ning of my day, 
)r Death's black wing already be display'd, 95 

To wrap me in the universal bhade; 
Whether the darken'd room to muse ini'ite, 
Or whiten'd wall provoke the skew'r to write; 
In durance, exile, Bedlam, or the Mint, 
3 Like Lee, or Budgell, I will rhyme and print. 100 
F. 4 Alas ! young man, your days can ne'er be long: 
In flow'r of age you perish for a song! 
Plums and directors, Shylock and his wife. 
Will club their testers now to take your life. 



Monstratum ? ' Scaevs vivacem crede nepoti 
Matrem , nil faciet sceleris pia dextera: (niirum! 
Ut ncque calpe lupus quemquam, neque dente pet; 

bos.) 
S«d mala toilet anum vitiato melle cicuta. 

2 Nc longum faciam, seu me tranquilla senectus 
Expectat, seu mors atris circumvolat alis ; 
Dives, inops, Romae, seu fors ita jussejrit, exul ; 
3 Quisquis erit vite, scribam, color. 

T. 4 O puer, ut sis 
Vitalis metuo ; et majorum ne quis amicus 
Prigore te feriat. 



Sa\ /. iMiTATtoirs or hokacc: 1;$ 

P. " What ? arm'd for virtue when I point the pen. 
Brand the bold fVont of shameless guilty men« 106 
Dash the proud gamester in his gilded car. 
Bare the mean heart that lurks beneath a star; 
Can there be wanting, to defend her cause, ■ 
Lights of the church, or guardians of the laws ? no 
Could pension'd Boileau lash in honest straio 
Flatt'rer^and bigots, ev'n in Louis' reign ? 
Could Laureat Dryden pimp !uid fry'r engage. 
Yet neither Charles, nor James, be in a rage ? 
And I not 2 strip the gilding off a knaire, 115 

Unplac*d, ur.pension'd, no man's heir or slaved 
I will, or perish in the gen'rous cause : 
Hear this, and tremble ! you who 'scape the laws. 
Yes, while I live> no rich or noble knave 
Shall walk the world in credit to his grave : 120 

3 To Virtue only, and her friends a friend. 
The world beside may murmur or commend. 



H. 'Quid? cum est Lucilius ausus 
Primus in hunc opens componere carmina morem, 
2 Detrahtre et pellem, nitidus qua quisque per ora 
Cederet, introrsum turpis ; num Laelius, aut qui 
Duxit ab oppressa meritum Carthagine nomen, 
Ingenio oHiensi ? aut laeso doluere Metello, 
Famosisque Lupo coopcrto versibus ? atqui 
Primores populi arripuit populumque tributim ; 
Scilicet 3 uni acquus virtuti atque ejus amicis. 



to IMITATIONS OF HORACE. B^i II. 

Kuow all the distant din that world can keep. 
Rolls o*er my grot:o, and but sooths my sleep: 
There my retreat the best companions grace^ 125 
Chiefs outof war, and statesmev out of place; 
There S^ John mingles with my friendly bowl 
The feast of reason^ and the flow of soul : 
And he whose lightning pierc*d th' Iberian lines 
Now forms my quincunx^ aad now ranks m^ vines ; 
Or tames the genius of the stubborn plain 131 

Almost as quickly as he conquer'd Spain. 

^ Envy mustown I live among the gvtat 
No pimp of pleasure, and no spy of state. 
With eyes that pry not, tongue that ne'er repeats. 
Fond to spread friendships, but to cover heals ; i j6 
To help who want, to forward who excel; 
This all who know me, know ; who love me, tell; 
And who unknown defame me, let them be 
Scribblers, or peers, alike are mob to me. 140 



> Quin ubi se a vulgo et scena, in secreta remorant 
Virtus Scipiadae et mitis si^ientia Lcli, 
Nugari cum illo, et discincti luderi, donee 
Decoquereturolus, solitL 

Quidquid sum ego, quamvis 
Infra Lucili censum ingeniumque; tamen me 
2 Cum magnis vixisse invita fatebitur usque 
Invidia; et fragili qusrens illidere dentcm, 
Offendet solido : 



l^t t, ilflTATlONS OF HORACE. €l 

This is my plea, on this I rest my cause— 
> Whdt saith my counsel, learned in the laws ? 

F. a Your plea is good, but still I say beware ! 
Laws are explain'd by men — so have a care. 
It stands on record, that, in Richard's times, 14S 

A man was hang*d for very honest rhymes. 
3 Consult the statute ; quart, I think it is, 
Edwardl text, or prim, et quint. EUz, 
See -Libels, Satires — here you have it — read. 
P. 4Libels and Satires ! lawless things indeed I 150 
But grave epiitles, bringing \ice to light. 
Such as a king might read, a bishop write. 
Such as Sir Robert would approve — F. indeed I 
The case is alter*d — you may then proceed : 
In such a cause the plaintiff will be hiss'd, 155 

My lords the judges laugh, and you're dismiss'd. 



>nisi quid tu, docte Trebati, 
Dissentis. 

T. *Equidem nihil hie diffindore possum. 
Sed tamen ut monitus caveas, ne forte negoti 
Incutiat tibi quid sanctarum inscitia legum: 
3 " Si mala condiderit in quem quis carmina, jus est 
" Judiciumque." 

H. Esto, si quis4 mala : sed bqna si quis 
Judice condiderit Inudatur Carsare. si quis 
Opprobriis dignuni laceraverit, integer ipse, 
T. ^Solvcntur risu tabulae ; tu missus abibis. 






if HORACE, BOOK 11. SAT 11. 



IMITATED. 
TO MR. BZTnEL. 

t^Vhat, and how great, the virtue and the art 
To live on little with a cheerful heart, 
a(A doctrine sage, but truly none of mine) 
Let's talk, tny friends, but talks before we dine ; 
♦Not when a gilt buffet's reflected pride, 
Turns you from sound philosophy aside ; 
Not when from plate to plate your eyeballs roll. 
And the brain dances to the mantling bowl. 

Hear Bethel's sermon, one not vers*d in school 
sBut strong in sense, and wise without the rules. 



I 



■. . f 



•/ 



HOR. LIB. II. SAT. II. 

'Qr,«: virtus et quanta, boni, sit vivere pairvo, 
(»Nec meus hie sermo est ; sed quem prxcepit Ofei 
Rusticus, 3abnormis sapiens, crassaque Minerva] 
Discite ; ♦non inter lances mensasque nitentes, 
Cum stupet insanis acies fulgoribus, et curii 
Acclinis falsis animus meliora recusat ; 
^Verum hie impransi mecum disquirite. Cur hoc 
Djcam^ si potero. male verum examinat omnis 



BiXfi 71. IMITATI0!I8 07 BOBACB. 6j 

*' Go work, huBt, exercise ! (he thus began) 

Then scorn a homely dinner if you can. 

'Your wine lock*d up, your butler strolPd abroad. 

Or fish deny'd, (the river yet unthaw'd) 

If then plain bread and milk will do the feat, 15 

The pleasure lies in you, and not the meat. 

^Preach as I please, I doubt our curious men 
Will chu3e a pheasant still before a hen; 
Yet hens of Guinea full as good I hold. 
Except you eat the feathers green and gold. 20 



Corruptus judex, leporem sectatus, equove 
Lassus ab indomito ; vel si Romana fatigat 
Militia assuetum Gra^ari; seu pilavelox, 
Molliter austerum studio fallente laborem, 
Seu te discus agit, pete cedentem aera disco : 
Cum labor extuderit fastidia, siccus, inanis 
Speme cibum vilem ; nisi Hymettia mella Falerno 
Ne biberis diluta. »foris est promus, et atrum 
Defendens pisces hyemat mare: cum sale paiiis 
Latrantem stomachum bene lenict. unde putas ? aut 
Qui partum ? non in caro nidore voluptas 
Summa. sed in teipso est. tu pulmentaria quaere 
Sudando, pinguem vitiis albumque, nee ostrea. 
Kec scarus, aut poterit peregrina juvare lagois. 

*Vix tamen eripiam, posito pavone, veils quin 
Hoc potiusquam gallina tergere palatum, 
Corruptus vanis rerum ; quia veneat auro 
1 



66 IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Book IL 

Between excess and famine lies a mean ; 
Plain, but not sordid, tho' not splendid, clean. 

I Avi&Men or his wife (no matter which. 
For him you'll call a >dog, and her a bitch) 50 

Sell their presented partridges and fruits. 
And hnmbly live on rabbits and on roots ; 
30ne half-pint bottle serves them both to dine. 
And 13 at once their vinegar and wine ; 
But on some 41 ucky day, (as when they found 55 
A lost bank-bill, or heard their son was drown'd) 
At such a least, ^old vinegar to spare. 
Is what two souls so gen'rous cannot bear: 
Oil, tho* it stini:, they drop by drop impart^ 
But souse the cabbage with a bounteous heart. €0 

^He knows to live who keeps the middle state. 
And neither leans on this side, nor on that; 



Judice. nam frustra vitium vitaveris illud, 
Si te alio pravum detorseris. ' Avidienus, 
aCui cani3 ex vero ductum cognomen adhsret, 
Quinquennes oleas est, et sylvestria coma; 
sAr, nisi mutatum, parcit dcfundere vinlim, et 
Cujus odorem olei nequcas perferre, licebit 
Illerepotia, natales, aliosve dierum 
4Festos a batus celebre^, comu ipse bilibri 
Caulibus instillat, ^veteris non parcus aceti. 

QuaM igiturvictu sapiens utetur, ethorum 
Utrum imitabitur? hac urgct lupus, hac canis, angit. 
6Mujidu9 erit, qui non oftendet sordibus, atque 



lat, II, IMITATIONS OF HORACB. 6^ 

Nor 'Stops for one bad cork his butler's pay. 
Swears, like Albutius, a good cook away ; 
Nor lets, Kke ^Naevius, ev'ry error pass, 65 

The musty wine, foul cloth, or greasy glass. 

3N0W hear what blessings temperance can bring : 
(Thus said our friend, and what he said I sing) 
4FIrst health : the stomach (cramni'd from ev'ry dish, 
A tomb of bcii'd s\nd roast, and fle&h and fish, 70 

Where bile, and wind, and phlegm, and acid jar. 
And all the man is one intestine war) 
Remembers oft' sthe schoolboys' simple fare. 
The temp'rate sleeps, and spirits light as air. 

6H0W pale each worshipful and rev'rend guest 75 
Rise from a clergy, or a city, feast ! 
What life in all that ample body say ? 
What heav'niy particle inspires the clay ? 



In ncutram partem cultus miser. »Hic ncque scrvis, 
Albiiti senis exemplo, dum muniadidit, 
Sa-vuserit; nee sit ut simplex -Nacvius, unctam[num. 
Convivis pracbebit aquam : vitiiim hoc quoque niag- 
3 Accipe nunc, victus tenuis qua.* quantaquc secuu) 
AfTerat. "^in primis valeas bene: nam varix* res 
Ut noceant homini, credas, memor iliius €slx 
Ouae simplex 5olim tibi scdcrit. at simul assis 
Miscueris elixa, simul conrhylia turdis; 
Dulcia se in bileni vertent, stoniachoquc tumultum 
Lenta fcrct pituita. ^vidcs, ut pallidusomnis 



6K iMii^t]Oh;sor ii.,i.-ci:. 

The soul subsiijfs, anil iTic]mll]r inclincc 
Toieem hui motial, e>'n in suund divines. 

'On morning miitgi how active cprjn£4 the 
Tfiat leaves the loadof yeslerdaybchiwl! 
How eay every lubouc it pursues '. 
Howroming to the poel ev'cj Muif ! 
•NotbBl ire may eicetd Bome holy time, 
Or lir'd in lendioftruth, oriEarchof rhyme : 
111 health some just Indulgence may engasr. 
And more [he sickness of long lite, oMage: 
jFor fjiiiting age Irtal eonlinl drop remninj. 
If ourintemp'rate youth ihc vesst! dtHins? 

tOur fathers prai^'d rajik ven'son. You »«pp4 
Perhaps young meiil our t»lhets had no I 



CoenadeiurgaKiubia? q » in corpus onus! um 
Heslernii viiils animum quoquc prrgravat un 
Atque athgil hums divinx parliculam autx. 

'Aller, ubidiclDcitiuscuratatDpori 
Membra dedit, vcj^us pra'icripta Bd inunla t 
•Hie rumen ad meliUipoti-iiltrmscurrere qua 
Site diem fcsfnm rediens aitveiterii snnns, 
Keu recreare vulel tcnualumcwpus, ubiqm 
Accedent anni, et traclari mollliu xtas 
Imlierilla I'oltt. 3ilbl quidnim «ctedetadislan 
t^uam pucretvalWusprxsumis, MOlUtiem; e 
Data valemdo inciifcril, feu t.ird* ^eneclus ? 
tKaiiddum apruinanti<|iulMid>it>ani; i 



Sai.lL Imitations OP noiiACi. 69 

Not so : a bock was then a week's repast. 
And 'twas their point, I ween, to make it last; 
More pleat*d to keep it till their friends conid come 
Than eat the sweetest by themselves at home. 9$ 

■Why had not I in those good times my birth, 
Ere coxcomb pies, or coxcombs, were on earth ? 

Unworthy he the voice of Fame to hear, 
tThat sweetest music to an honest ear, 100 

(For 'faith. Lord Fanny ! you are in the wrong. 
The world's good word is better than a song) 
Who has not leam'd ifresh stiii|reon and ham-pie 
Are no rewards for want and infamy ! 
When luxury has lick'd up all the pelf, ic^ 

Curs'd by thy 4iieighbours, thy trustees, thyself; 
To friends to fortune, to mankind, a shame. 
Think how posterity will treat thy name ; 
And Sbuy a rope, that future times niny tcll 
Thou hast at least bcstow'd o:ie penny well. 1 10 



Illis nulius erat ; sed, credo, hac mentc quod hospcv* 
Tardius adveniens vitiatum cominodius, quain 
Integrum edax dominus consumeret. ihos utin.iiri 
Ileroas natum tellus me prima tulisset. [iiitwf 

^Das aliquid fama?, qux carmine gratior aurem 
Occupat humanam ? grandes rhonibi, patina-qua 
Grande ferunt una -^cum damno didccus. addc 
^Iratum patruum, vicinos, te tibi iniquum, 
Et frustra mortis cupidum, cum dcerit egenti 
5As, laquei pretiumi 

I'c'.ume. Ill, G 



V 



TO IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Bock 

' '* Right," cries his Lordsliip;" *' for a rogu< 
** To have a taste, ii insolence indeed : [n 

" In me 'tis noble, suit my birth and state, 
" My \\ ealth unwieldy, and my heap too great." 

(Then, like the sun, let 2 Bounty spread her ray. 
And siiine that superfluity away. 
f Oh impudence of wealth ! with all thy store 

How dar'st thou let one worthy man be poor ? 
Shall hdir the 3 new-built churches round thee f.ill 
Make quays, build bridges, or repair Whitehall ; 
,t Or to tliy country let that heap be lent, 

• As M**'o's was, but not at tive per cent. 

I -i- W ho think> ihut Fortune cannot change her mi: 

'; Prepares a drcadtLii jest lor all mankind. 

;■ And s who stands safest :* tell n:e is it he 

i. 'J'h.tt tprcads, and swells, in puiT'd prosperity ? 



I Jure, inquis, Thraiius istij 
.Turgatur verbis: eg« vectigalia magna, 
3^ivitiasque habco tribr.s amplas regibus. * Ergo, 
Quod superat, non est melius quo in.^umcre possis 
Cur eget indignus quijqiiam, te divitei^ quare 
2 Tcnipla ruunt antiqua Deum? cur impiobe, cara 
Non aliquid patria* tanto eme'.iris acervo? 
Uni nimirum tibi recte semper erunt res? 
**0 m.igniis posthac ininiici? risus! uternc 
^ Ad casus dubios fidet sibi ccrtius; hie, qui 
Pluiibu:' aisuefil mei.teni corpusque superbum ; 



iaU II, IMITATIOKS OF HORACE. 71 

Or, bless'd with little, whose preventing care 
In peace provides fit arms against a war .-"' 

' Thus Bethel spoke, who always speaks his tliought, 
And always thinks the very thing he ought: 130 

His equal mind I copy what I can. 
And as I love would imitate the man. 
In South-sea days, not happier, when surmis'd 
The lord of thousands, than if now % excis'd ; 
In forest, planted by a father's hand, 135 

Than in five acres now of rented land. 
Content with little, I can piddle here 
On 3 brocoli and mutton, round the year ; 
But 4 ancient friends, (tho* poor, or out of play) 
That touch my bell, I cannot turn nwjy : 140 

'Tis true, nos turbots dignify my boards, 
But gudgeons, flounders^ what my Thames affords : 



An qui contentus pano, mclucncquc futuri. 
In pace, ut sapiens, aptarit idonca bello ? 

'Quomagishiscredas: puer hunc ego parvus Ofc Hum 
Integris opibns novi non latius u .urn, 
^uam nunc *accisis. videas nietato in a^elK), 
Cum pt core ct gnatis, fortcm mcrcede colonum, 
** Non ego," narrantem, ** temert* edi luce pIofv'^ta 
Quidquam, pra*ter ^ olus, fumosar cum pode i)ein'c. 
At mihi, cum * longum post tcmpus vei.crat hoopcs, 
Sive operum vacuo gratub conviva per imbrem 
Vicinus, bene erat, non piscibus urbe petitis, 
Scd pullo, atque hoedo . turns ipev\sv\U>3N'ai^^<iN»^^^*^ 



73 IMITATIONS or HORACE. Book 11 

To Ilounslow-heath I point, and Bansted-down, 

Thence comes your mutton, and these chicks my own 

> From yon' old walnut-tree a show'r shall &I1^ 141 

And grapes, long ling'ring on my only wall. 

And figs from standard, and espalier join; 

The devil's in you if you cannot dine: 

Then ^ cheerful healths, (your mistress shall hav< 

place). 
And, what's more rare, a poet sliall say grace. ly 

3 Fortune not much of humbling me can boast : 
Tho' double-tax*d, how little have I lost I 
My life's amusements have been just the same 
Before and after ^staiiding armies came. 
lyiy lands are sold, my father's house is gone ; 15 
I'll hire another's ; is not that my own. 
And yours, my friends ? thro* whose free-op'ning gat 
None comes too early, none departs too late ; 
( For I, who hold sage Homer's rule the best. 
Welcome the coming, speed the going guest.) x6 
** Pray Heav'n it last ! (cries Swift) as you go on ; 
*' I wish to God this house had been your own ! 



Bt nux I ornabat mensas, cum duplice iicu. 

Post hoc ludus erat ^ cuppa potare magistra ; 

Ac veneraia Ceres, ut culmo surgeret alto, 

Explicuit vino contracts seria frontis. 

3 Sacviat, atque novos moveat Fortuna tumultus ! 

Quantum hinc imminuet ? quanto autcgo parcius, ar 

O pacii, nituisti*, ut hue 4 novus incola venit ? [y 



Sat,7t, IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 7J 

•* Pity I to build without a son or wife : 

«* Why, you'll enjoy it only all your life." 

Well, if the use be mine, can it concern one 165 

Whether the name belong to Pope or Vernon ? 

What's X pitoperty ? dear Swift! you see it alter 

From you to pie, from me to* Peter Walter; 

Or, in a mortgage, prove a lawyer's share, 

Or, in a jointure, vanish from the heir ; 1 70 

Or in pure 3 Equity (the case not clear) 

The chancery takes your rents for twenty year : 

At best it fails to some 4 ungracious son. 

Who cries, " My Cither's damn'd, and all's my own." 

' Shades that to Bacon could retreat afford, 1 75 

Become the portion of a booby lord ; 

And Hemsley, once proud Buckingham's delight. 

Slides to a scriv'ner, or a city knight. 

^ Let lands and houses have what lords tiiey will. 

Let us be be (ix'd, and our own masters still. iSo 



Nam ' propriae telluris herum natura, neque illinr), 
Nee me, nee quemquam statuit: noscxpulit illc; 
Ilium aut * nequities, aut 3 vafri inscitia juris. 
Post remo expel let certe4 vivacior ha^res. 
s Nunc ager Umbrenisub nomine, nupcr Ofclii 
Dictus, erit null! proprius; sed cedct in ubi:m 
Nunc mihi, nunc alii.<^ quocirta vivite fortes ; 
Fortiaqucadversisopponite pcctora rebus. 

G vv\ 



HORACE, BOOK II. SAT. VI. 

Tbe First Part imitated in the year 1714, by Dr. Swift, ibi 

latter part added aftenuarde^ 

I'VE often wisliM that I had clear 

For lite six hundred pounds a-ycar, 

A handsome house to lodge a friend, 

A river .it my garden's end, 

A terrace- walk, and half a rood i 

Of land set out to pUnt a wood. 

Well, now I have all this, and more, 
I ask not to increase my store; 

* But here a grievance seems to lie, 

* All this is mine but till I die; 10 

* I can't but think *t would sound more clever, 

* To me and to my heirs for ever. 
If I ne'er got or lost a groat. 

By any trick or any fault ; 



HOR. LIB. II. SAT. VI. 

Hoc crat in votis : modus agri non ita magnus, 
Ylortus ubi, et tecto vicinusjugis aqua? Tons, 
Kt paulum silvae super his foret. auctius, atque 
Di melius fccere ; bene est ; nihil amplius oro, 
Maia nate, nisi ut propria hsec mihi muncra faxis^ 
Si iiequc majorem feci ratione mala rem, 
Ne- -jumfacturus vitioculpavc minorcm ; 



Sat. VL IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 7> 

AikI if I pray by Reason's rule*, iS 

And not like forty other iooh, 

" As thus, " Vouchsafe, oh, gracious Maker! 

*' To grant me this and t* other acre ; 

*' Or, if it be thy will and pleasure, 

'* Direct my plough to find a trieasure ; 20 

** But only what my station fits, 

" And to be kept in my right wits; 

•' Preserve, almighty Providence ! 

** Just what you gave me, competence ; 

'' And let me in these shades compose 25 

" Something in verse as true as prose, 

*' Remov'd from all th* ambitious scene. 

" Nor puflT'd by pride, nor sunk by spleen/' 

In short, I'm perfectly content, 
Let me but live on this side Trent, 30 

Nor cross the Channel twice a-year. 
To spend six months with statesmen here. 

I must by all means come to Town, 
*Tis for the service of the Crown ; 

Si veneror stultus nihil horum ; O si angulus ille 
Troximus accedat, qui nunc denormat agellum ! 
O si uniam argenti fors qua mihi monstret ! ut illi, 
Thcsauro inveiito, qui mercenarius agrum 
Ilium ipsum mercatus aravit, dives amico [oro ; 

llercule: si quod adest, gratum juvat: hac prccc te 
Ping'.'c pecus domino facias, et cartera, practcr 
Ingenium : soles, utque custos mihi maximus adsi». 
Ergo ubi me in monies el in 2iTcem tTL\i\X>^ \«wq>n\^ 



76 IMITATIOHS OF HORACE. BmI //• 

'^ Lewis, the Dean will be of use; 3| 

*' Send for him up, take no excuse.*' 

The toil, the danger, of the seas. 
Great ministers ne'er think of these; 
Or, lot it cost five hundred pound. 
No matter where the money's found, 46 

It is but so much more in debt. 
And tiiat they ne*er consider'd yet. 

" Good Mr. Dean, go change your gown, 
" Let my Lord know you're come to town.*' 
I hurry me in haste away, 45 

Not thinking it is levee-day. 
And fmd his Honour in a pound, 
Hemm'd by a triple circle round, 
Chequer'd with ribbons blue and green. 
How should I thrust myself between ? 50 

Some wag observes me thus pcrplex'd. 
And, smiling; whispers to the next. 

Quid prius illustrem Satiris musaque pedestri ? 
Nee mala me ambitio perdit, ncc plumbeus Aiister^ 
Autumnusvfe gravis, Libitinse quantus acerbae« 

Matutine ^ter, seu Jane libentius audis, 
Unde homines operum primosvita^que labores 
Instituunt, (sic Displacitum) tu carminis ^t» 
Primlpium. Romai* sponsorem hie rapis : l^ia, 
Nc prior officio quisquam respondeat, urge : 
Sive Aquilo radit terras, seu bruma nivalcm 
Interiore diem gyro trahit, ire necesse est. 
Postmodo, quod mi obsit^ dare certumque locuto. 



Sat, VL iiciTATXONS or sohace. 77 

" I thought the Dean had been too proud 

•' To jostle here among a crowd. ' * 

Another^ in a surly fit, 55 

Tells me I have more zeal than wit; 

" So eager to express your love, 

" You ne'er consider whom youshove, 

'* But rudely press before a duke.*' 

I own Tm pleas'd with this rebuke, 60 

And take it kindly meant, to show 

What I desire the world should know. 

I get a whisper, and withdraw ; 
When twenty fools I never saw 
Come with petitions fairly penn'd, 65 

Desiring I would stand their friend. 

This humbly offers me his case — 
That begs my int'rest for a place — 
A hundred other men's affairs. 
Like bees, are humming in my ears, 70 

•' To-morrow my appeal comes t)n, 
*' Wiihout your help the cause is gone." — 



Luctandum in turba ; facienda injuria tardis. 

*' Quid vis, insane, et quas res agis ? (improbus urget 

Iratis precibus) tu pulses omne quod obstat, 

AdMscenatem memori si mente recurras." 

Hoc juvat, et melii est; non mentiar. at simul atras 

Ventum est Esquilias, aliena negotia centum 

Per caput, et circa saliunt latus. Ante secundam 

Roscius orobat sibi adcsses ad Puteal eras. 

De re communi s:rlba: magna at que nova le 



78 IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Bock IL 

" The duke expects my lord and you 

" About some great aflair at two/'— 

" Put my Lord Bolingboke in mind 75 

** To get my warrant quickly sign'd: 

*' Consider, 'tis my first request." — 

" Be satisfy'd; I'll do my best:" — 

Then presently he falls to tease, 

*' You may for certain, if you please^ So 

" I doubt not, if his Lordship knew— 

*' And, Mr Dean, one word from you."— 

*Tis (lei me see) three years and more 
(Octobei next it will be four) 

Since Harlcy bid me first attend, S5 

And chose me for an humble friend; 
Would take me in his coach to chat^ 
And question me of this and that; 
As, " What's o'clock ?" and, " How's the wind ?" 
** Whose chariot's that we left behind.'" 90 

Or gravely try to read the lines 
Writ underneath ihe country signs; 

T 

Orabant hodie memitiisses, Quinte, reverti. 

Imprimat his cura Maecenas signa tabellis. 

'* Dixeris, Experiar:" "Sivis, potes,"addit, etinstat 

Septimus octavo proprior jam fugerit annus. 

Ex quo Maecenas me ca^pit habere suorum 

In numero; duntaxat ad hoc, quern tollere rheda 

Veilet, iter faclens, et cui concredere nugas 

Hoc genus: Hora quota est ? Thrax est Gallina Syro 

Matut ina parum cautos jam frigora mordent ; [par ? 



Sat. VI, IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 79 

Or, *' Have you notliing new to*day 

" From Pope, from Parnell, or from Gay ?" 

Such tattle often entertains 95 

My hord and me, as far zs Staines^ 

As once a week we travel down 

To Windsor, and again to Town^ 

Where all that passeb inttr not 

Might be proclaimed at Charlng-cross. ico 

Yet some I know with envy swell, 
JSecause they see me tis*d so well, 
'* How think you of our friend ihe Dean ? 
" I wonder what some people mean ; 
*' My Lord and he are grown so great, J05 

** Always together lete a tete. 
*' What ! they admire him for his jokes — 
" See but the fortune of some folks!" 
There flies about a strange report 
Of some express arriv'd at Court ; no 



£t quae rimosa bene deponuntur in aure. 
Per totum hoc tempus, subjectior in diem et horam 
Invidiae. ** Noster ludos spectaverat una, 
I-ascrat in campo, Fortunae filius," omnes. 
Frigidus a rostris maiiat per compita rumor ; 
Quicunque obvius est, me consulit: O bone, (nam et 
Scire, Deos quoniam propius contingis, oportet) 
Num quid de Dacis audisti ? Nil equidem. Ut tu 
Semper eris derisor ! At omnes Di exagitent me. 
Si quidquam! Quid? militibus promissa triquctra 
Prxdia Caesar, an est Itala teiiure daturu« \ 



to IMITATIONS OP BORAGE. B»«k li^ 

I'm stopp'd by all the fools I meet. 

And catechis'd in ev'ry street. 

** You, Mr. Dean, frequent the great^ 

*' Inform us, will the Emp'ror treat? 

*' Or do the prints and papers lie ?" tf { 

** Faith, Sir, you know as much as I." 

*' Ah! Doctor, how you love to jest i 

** *Tis now no secret." ** I protest 

'* *Tis one to me." — " Then tell us, pray, 

*' When are the troops to have their pay ?•• jjo 

And tho' I solemnly declare 

I know no more than my Lord Mayor, 

Irhey stand amax'd, and think me grown 

The closest mortal ever known. 

Thus in a sea of folly tost, 12$ 

My choicest hours of life are lost; 
Yet always wishing to retreat. 
Oh, could I see my country-seat ! 
There leaning near a gentle brook. 
Sleep, or peruse some ancient book, 130 

Jurantem me scire nihil, mirantur, ut unuin 
Scilicet egregii mortalem altique siltnti. 

Perditur hasc inter miscro lux; non sine votis : 
O rus, quandoego te aspiciam ? quandoque licebit. 
Nunc veterum libris, nunc somno et inert ibus hori?, 
Ducere solicitae jucunda oblivia vita ? 
O quando faba Pythagorx cognata, simulque 
Uncta batis pingui poncntur oluscyia lardo? 
O utfctcs, coenscqute Dcun^. ' <ii'ibu> ipse, invique 



Sal, VL IMITA7I0Nt OF HORACE. 8-1 

And there in sweet oblivion drown 

Those cares that haunt the Court and TowiH 

O charming noon! and nights divine I 

Or when I sup, or when I dine, 

My friends above^ my folks below, 135 

Chatting and laughing all-a-row. 

The beans and bacon set before 'em. 

The grace-cup serv'd with aU decorum ; 

Each willing to be pleat'd, and please, 

And ev'n the very dogs at easel 140 

IIt:re no man prates of idle things. 

How this or that Italian sings, 

A neighbour's madness, or his spouse's. 

Or what's in either of the Houses; 

But something much more our concern^ 145 

And quite a scandal not to learn : 

Which is the happier or the wiser, 

A man uf merit, or a miser? 

Ante Larem proprium vescof ; vernasque procaces 
P.I&CO libatis dapibus. prout cuique libido est, 
Siccat inxquales calices conviva, solutus 
Legibus insanis ; seu quis capit acria fortis 
Pocula; seu modicis liumescit Ixtius. eigo 
Strmo oritur, non dc villis domibusvc alienis. 
Nee male nccne Lepos saltet : sed quod magis ad wi» 
PtTtinet, et nescire malum est, agitamus: utrumne 
Div itiis honiiues, an sint virtute b^ati: 
Qiiidvc ad am^citias, usus rectumue, trahat nos: 
i^t qua* sit natura boni sumnumf^ ^\x\^^\>x». 



Whelhirr weougbl lochuBeouTtricncfs 
For their onnwtirtti, orouroH'n vmibl 
WhalgDod, orbcller, we may call, 
Andwhsi ihe vtry brat of all t 

Ourfiiend Daii Priur^ laid (you know) 
A tiile exlrenwly n A"^<"-' 
N.inie a Town Hfe, aiul In a Irii'c 
He bud attoryoftvfoM'ice, 
" Oiice on a lime <m ruiu llie t'dbic) 
A couulry miiiue, right hospiUblF, 
Roeiv'd a lawn mouse at hii boanl. 
Just asa farmer migtil a lord. 
A &uga1 mouse upon the whole, 
Yet lov'd hit friend, andhadasoiil; 
Knew what wa&handsanip, and would do't. 
On juslotcasioo, teuii jni ciuU. 
B« brought him bacon, (nolhing Iran) 
Pudding that might have pleas'd a Dean j 

Cerviu>hKc inter vkinusgarrilajiiles 
Ex re fabellas. si quis nam laudal Arellt 
SotlicilBG ignarus upes, sicincipii;" oliia 
JIusticus urbanuiR tnurem mua paupere Fettui 
Accepisse cavo, vetercm veius hospes amicuiti ; 
AspffjCt altentuequxsitia; ut tamen irctum 
Solverel hospitiis anlmum. quid mulia? nequeiU 
SepMiii dceris, dk longx Invldit avenx ; 
Aridumeiorefemigaciniuii, icrtKHaqiw lardj 
pKnula dedit, cupiens vitia fAstidia cceiia. 
^filMiire langeaUs male ilngula denic su 



Sat, VL IMITATIONS or roracb: %% 

Cheese such as men in Suffolk make. 

But w ish'd it Stilton for his sake; 

Yet, to his guest tho' no way sparing. 

He ate himself the rind and paring. 170 

Our courtier scarce could touch a bit. 

But show'd his breeding and his wit; 

Ele did his best to seem to eat. 

And cr>'*d, ** I vow you're mighty neat : 

" But, Lord, my friend, this savage scene ! 175 

" For God's sake, come and live with men: 

" Consider mice, like men, must die, 

" Both small and great, both you and I ; 

^' Then spend your life in joy and sport; 

-' ^This doctrine^ friend, I learn'd at court.)" 180 

The veriest hermit in the nation 
May yield, God knows, to strong temptation. 
Away they came, thro* thick and thin. 
To a tall house near Lincoln's-inn ; 
^ 'Twas on the night of a debate, 18$ 

When all their Lordships had sat late.) 

3um pater ipse domus palea porrectus in homa 
Essitador loliumque, dapis meliora relinquens. 
Tandem urbanus ad hunc,Quid te juvat, inquit, amice, 
Prxnipti nemoris patientem vivere dorso ? 
^^is tu hominci uibemquc feris prseponere sylvis ? 
Tarpe viam (mihi crede) comes: terrestria quando 
vfortales animas vivunt sortita, ncque ullaest, 
Vut magno aut parvo, lethi fuga. quo, bone, circa, 
3um licet, in rebus jucundis\Vv«b«a\uv. 



Behold tlie place, where Ifa post 
Shin'd in dnmption lieniiulllihon' il; 
Tell bow Ibt moon-hvom trembling feIls,-< 
And tips with silver all the ivall«; 
Pdladian walls, Venelian doora, 
CrotejcD roofs, and sturco Hoori; 
But let il (ina word) be s>id. 
Tlie moon was up; and men >-bad. 
The napkin j while, the carpet lad; 
The f;uesti withdrawn had left llulieai. 
And down the mice sal WW J Ktt. 

Ourcounier walki from dich ro diih, 
Tasteiforhisft-tendorRiwIand Ssh; 
Tells all their names, lays down the Twr, 

" Thaljelly's rich, Ihil Ma!m*ov healing, 
" Fray dip your whiEken and youTiail in. 



Vive meinor, qii.im sis cvi btevis. IIxi; ubi di 

Agre«ein pepulerei domo levis.ex 

Ambo propoiitum pciafiuiil iter, u: 

MiEnia nocuirni subrtpere. jamqtie leuebU.^ 

Nox niediiiin riElispalium, eumponit ■ 

In locuplele domo yetUinJa : rubra ubic 

Tiiicu supfr lectoEcanderet veslit-cburnovr^ 

Muluqucdcniagnf lupeituenirerciilact 

Qux procul exlntclls inerant liesle 

Ergo ubi purpurea porrecrum in ve&ie iQL'av|G 



Sat. VL IMITA^XOVA OF HOBACI. S; 

Was ever such a happy swain ! 

He stuffs and swills, and stuffs again. 275 

*' I'm quite asham'd — *tis mighty rude 

*' To eat so much— but airs so good ! 

**\ have a thousand thanks to give— 

" My Lord alone knows how to live/' 

No sooner said^ but from the hall 2 10 

Rush chaplain, butler, dogs, and a]#: 

" A rat, a rat! clap to the door" — 

The cat comes bouncing on the floor. 

O for the heart of Homer's mice. 

Or gods to save them in a trice ! 219 

(It was by Providence they think. 

For your damn'd stucco has no chink) 

*' An't please your Honour," quoth the peasant, 

" This same desert is not so pleasant: 

*' Give me again my hollow tree, 

*' A crust of bread, and liberty 1" 220 



Continuatque dapes ; necnon vernaliter ipsis 
Fungitur officiis, prslambens omne quod affert. 
IlJe Cubans gaudet mutata sorte, bonisque 
Rebus agit lactum convivam : cum subito ingens 
Valvarum strepitus lectis excussit utrumque. 
Currere per totum pavidi conclave; magisque 
Exanimes trepidare, simul domus alta Molossis 
Personuit canibus. turn rusticus, Haud mihi vita^ 
Est opus hac, ait; et valeas; me sylva, cavusque^ 
Tutus ab insidiisi tenui solabitur ervo. 



HORACE, BOOK, I. EPISTLE I. 

IMITATED. 
TO L. BOLINGBROKZ. 

St. joiin^ whose love indulg'd my labours patt. 

Matures my present, and shall bound my last I 

Why I will you break the sabbath of my days. 

Now sick alike of envy and of praise? 

Public too long, ah! let me hide my age: 5 

See modest ^ Gibber now has left the stage; 

Our gen'rals now, 3 retlr'd to their estates^ 

Hang their old trophies o'er the garden gates. 

In life's cool ev'ning satiate of applause. 

Nor ■* fond of bleeding ev'n in Brunswick's cause. lo 

5 A voice there is, that whispen in my ear, 
('Tfs Reason's voice, which sometimes one can hear) 
*' Friend Pope! be prudent, let your ^ Muse take 
" And never gallop Pegasus to death ; [[breath, 

•' Les^t stiff and stately, void of fire, or force, 1 5 

** You limp, likeBlackmore, on a Lord Mayor's horse.'* 

HOR. LIB. L EPIST. I. 
Prima dicte mihi, summodicende camaena 
" Spectatum satis, et donatum jam rude, qua>ris, 
Maecenas, iterum antiquo me includere ludo. 
Non eadem est a?tas, non mens. * Veianius, armis 
3 Herculis ad posteni fixis, latet abditus agro, 
Ne populum '^ extrema totics excrct arena. 
5 Est mihi purgatam crebro qui i:cr3onrt aurom ; 
Solve 6 senescentem mat\iresanus cquiun, ne 
Feccet ad cxtremum ridcndus, et ilia ilui:it. 



Epitf. L IMITATIOJTS OF HOKACE. ^7 

Farewell then, ' verse, and love, and ev'ry toy, 
The rhymes and rattles of the man, or boy; 
What* right, what true, what fit, we justly call. 
Let this be all my care — for this is all : 20 

To lay this "^ harvest up, and hoard with haste 
What ev'ry day will want, and most the last. 

But ask not to what 4 doctors I apply ; 
Sworn to no master, of no sect am I: 
As drives the ' storm, at any door I knock, 2 5 

And house with Montaigne now, or now with Lotkc. 
Sometimes a ^ patriot, active in debate. 
Mix with the world, and battle for the state; 
Free as young Lyttleton, her cause pursue. 
Still true to virtue, 7 and as warm as true; 30 

Sometimes with Aristlppus, or St. Paul, 
Indulge my candour, and grow all to all; 
Back to my * native moderation slide. 
And win my way by yielding to the tide. 

Nunc itaque et 1 versus et caDtera ludicra pono ; 
Quid * verum atque deccns, euro et rogo, et omnis in 

hoc sum : 
3 Condo, et compono, quap mox depromere jK)8sim. 
Ac fie forte roges, 4 quo me duce, quo lare tutcr : 
Nulliu^ addictus jurare in verba magistri, 
s Quo me cunque rapit tempestas, deferor hospe;;. 
Nunc agilis fio, et mersor ^ civilibus undis, 
Virtutis vera? custos, 7 rigidusque satelles ; 
Nunc in * Aristippi 8 furtim pra^cepta relabor, 

♦ Omr.is Aristi;>pum decuit colo!", ct status, t\. \v.'^» V 



SS IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Bool I, 

* Long a$ to hirti who works for debt the day, 35 
Long as the night to her whose love's away. 
Long as the year's dull circle seems to run. 
When the brisk minor panta for twenty-one; 
So slow ^th* unprofitable moments roll. 
That lock up all the functions of my soul ; 40 

That keep me from myself, and still delay 
Life's instant bus'ness to a future day ; 
That 3 task which, as we follow, or despise. 
The eldest is a fool, the youngest wise ; 
Which done, the poorest can no wants endure ; 4$ 
And which not done, the richest must be poor. 

4 Late as it is, I put myself to school. 
And feel some ^ comfort not to be a fooK 
9 Weak tho' I am of limb, and short of sight^ 
Far from a lynx, and not a giant quite, 50 

I'll do what Mead and Cheselden advise. 
To keep these limbs, and to preserve these eyes, 

£t mihi res, non me rebus, subjungere conor. 

' Ut nox longa, quibus mentitur amica, diesque 

Lenta videtur opus debentibus; ut piger annus 

Pupil lis, quos dura premit custodia matnun : 

Sic mihi tarda z fluunt ingrataque tempore, qua? spent 

Consiliumque morantur agendi gnaviter3 id, quod 

j^'que pauperibus prodest, locuplctibus xque, 

^que, neglectum, pueris senibusque nocebit. 

4 Restat ut his ego me ipse regam 5 solerque element is. 

A Non possis oculo quantum contendere Lynccud-, 

yon tamen idcirco contemna^ Iippu> inungi ; 



Epish 7. IMITATIOKS OF HORACE. ^<) 

Not to ■ go back is somewhat to advance. 

And men must walk, at least, before they dance. 

Say, does thy ^ blood rebel, thy bosom move 55 
With wretched av'rice, or as wretched love ? 
Know there are words and spells which can controul, 
s Between the fits, this fever of the soul ; [apply'd. 
Know there are rhymes which, ^ fresh and fresh 
Will cure the arr^t'st puppy of his pride. 60 

Be s furious, envious, slothful, mad, or drunk, 
6 Slave to a wife, or vassal to a punk, 
A Switz, a High-Dutch, or a Low-Dutch 7 bear; 
All that we ask is biit a patient ear. 

* 'Tis the first virtue, vices to abhor, 65 

And the first wisdom^ to be fool no more : 
But to the world no ^ bugbear is so great 
As want of figure, and a small bstate. 

Kec, quiadesperes invicti membra Glyconis, 

Nodosa corpus nolis prohibere chiragra. 

Est quodam prodire i tenus, si non datur ultra. 

» Fer\'et avaritia, miseroque cupidine pectus ? 

Sunt verba et voces, quibus hunc lenire dolorem 

Possis, et 3 magnam morbi deponere partem. 

Laudis amore tumes ? sunt 4 ccrta piacula, quae te 

Ter pure lecto potcrunt recreare libello. 

5 Invidus, iracundus, incrs, vinosus, ^ amator. 

Nemo 7 adeo ferus est, ut non mitescere possit. 

Si modo cultural patientem commodet aurem. 

« Virtus est vitium fugere; et sapieniia prima 
Stultitia caruisse. vldes^ qux 9 maxima crcdv^ 



'.i 



90 IMITATIONS OF HOBAeSi Baa 

J'f' To either India see the merchant flv, 

. |I j Scar'd at the spectre of pale Poverty ! 

I' y. See him with pains of body, pangs of soul^ 

Biirn thro* the tropic, freeze beneath the polei 
|'[ Wilt thou do nothing for a nobler end. 

Nothing to make Philosophy thy friend? 
To stop thy foolish views, thy long desires. 
And I ease thy heart of all that it admires? 
* iiere Wisdom calls, 3 *' Seek Virtue first, be bol 
" As gold to silver, virtue is to gold.** 
There London's voice, 4 " Get money, money stil 
** And then let Virtue follow if she will." 
I This, thi^, the saving doctrine preach'd to all. 

From 5 low St. James's up to high St Paul ; 

1 

From him whose 6 quills stand quiver'd at his ear. 
To him who notches sticks at Westminster. 



I 



ii-l'. 



iff 



'^ 



Esse mala, exiguum censum, turpemque repulsam 
Quanto devites animi capitisque labore. 
Impiger extremoscurris mercator ad Indos, 
Per I mare paupcricm fugiens, per saxa, per ignes i 
Ne curei ^ ea, quae stulte miraris et optas, 
Di cere, et audire, et meliori credere non Vis ? 
Quis circum pagos et circum compita pugnax 
Magna coronari contemnat Olympia, cui spes, 
Cui sit conditio dulcsi sine pulvere palmae ? 

" 3 Viliu> argentum est auro, virtutibus aurum. 
•' 4 O cives, eivcvs ! quaerenda pecunia primum est; 
*' Virtus post njmmos:*'hacc5 Janus summus ab i] 
Pi^rclocctf h.Tc rfcinimt juvciics dictata senesque, 
Lf<:wo su^pcnil /oculo-. tabu\amc\ue \ac(i\Vo. 



/ 



Epist. f, IMITATIONS OF IIOBACE. 91 

Barnard in > spirit^ sense, and truth, abounds ; X; 
** Pniy then what wants he?*' Fourscore tl'ou-.i:id 
A pension, or such harness for a slave [[.ouiids ; 

As Bug now has, and Dorimant would have. 
Barnard thou art a ^ Cit, with all thy worth ; 
But Bug and D*l, Their Honours ! and »o forth. 

Yet ev'ry 3 child another song will sinf, 91 

** Virtue, brave boys ! 'tis virtue makes a king." 
True conscious honour is to feel no sin ; 
He's arm'd witliout that's innocent within : 
Be this thy 4 screen, and this thy wall of brass ; 95 
Compar'd to this a minister's an ais. 

5 And say, tQ which shall our applause belong. 
This r.ew court-jargon, or tlie good old soug ? 
The modem language of corrupted peers. 
Or wliat was spoke at 6 Cressy, or Poitiers 7 100 

7 Who counsels best ? who whispers, *' Be but great, 
** With praise, or infamy, leave that to Fate; 
" Get place, and wealth, if possible, with grace; 
" If not, by any means, get wealth and place." 

Si qupilringentis sex scptem millia dcsunt ; 
Est ' animus tibi, sunt mores, et lingua, HJesque : 
* Plcbs eris. 3 at pueri ludentes, Rex e^i^, aiunt^ 
Si rectc facies. Hie 4 mums ahenJis csto. 
Nil conscire s:bi, nulla pallc cere cul]':i. 
5 Roscia, die sodes, melior lex, an puerontm est 
Naenia, qnae regnum recte facienti:)us offcrt, 
£t maribus 6 Curiis, et decantata Caniillis ? 
Isnc tibi melius suadet^ qui <^ Kem fd^l&», levcv^) 



9-2 IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Book i 

For what ? to have a > box where eunuchs sing. 

And foremo&t in the circle eye a king. lo 

Or 2 he who bids thee face with steady view 

Proud Fortune, and look shallow Greatness thro% 

And 3 while he bids thee sets th' example too ? 

If 4 such a doctrine, in St. James's air, ti 

Should chance to make the well-drejss'd rabble stare ; 

It' honest S**z take scandal at a spark 

That less admires the s Palace than the Park ; 

Faith I shall give the answer^ Reynard |^ve, 

" I cannot like, dre^c) Sir! your royal cave : i^ 

" Because I see, by all the tracts about, 

** Full many a bea^t goes in, but none come out." 

Adieu to Virtue, if you're pnce a slave: 

i)cnd her to coyit, yQu send her to her grave. 

Well, if a king's a lion, at the least X2 

The 7 people are a many-headed beast .- 

'^ Si possis recte ; si non, quocunque modo rem ; 
*' Ut ' proprius spectes lacrymosa poemata Puppi :" 
An 2 qui fortunae te repppsare. superbae 
Liberum et erectum, 3 prssens hortatur, et aptat i 

^Quod si me populus Romanics forte roget cur 
Non, ut ^ porticibus, sic judicils fruar isdem. 
Nee sequar, aut fugiam, qus diligit ipse, vel edit ; 
Olim quod<^ vulpes sgroto cauta Iconi 
Respond! r^ referam: Quia me vestigia terrent. 
Omnia te adversum spectantia, nulla retrorsum. 
7 Bellua multorum es capitum ; nam quid sequar, ai 
quern? 



Ca.n tbejr diiect vhai mcaiures la pursue, 
' Who lintnv thcinselves M litile irtul to do .' 
Alike in notbing but one lusl of gold, 
Just half the land Ii-Qulij buy, and half be sold: uj 
Their ' count ry'««rcallb, our migblier misers drain. 
Or cross, (o phuidci proviucei, the Riling 
The rest, samefkrni the poor-box, some the pew^i 
Some keep a^Kinblies, md would ketp the tltWi; 
Some * with til bucks OD childlest doiards &wn ; Ijo 
Gome «ln Tich widows by ibeir chine and brann ^ 
Whik wiih the silent growth often per cent. 
In dirt and dariinessi hundieds stink contenl. 

Of all these ivays, if each , pimut& his own. 
Satire be kind, and lei IJie wretch aJone: tjs ■ 

Bui ihevrine one wltohasiiin hispow'r 
To jciciiiiersieiit with Uinulf an hour. 
■ Sir Job ' saii'd fcnh, the er'ning brighl iutd slilJ, 
" Noplace on eanh (he cry 'd) like Greenwich hill!" 
G lip 9tarls a palace; io, th' obedient base 140 



ntfn^4«a>d9S«»piblieai iii 
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94 IMITATIONS or HORACE. Bot 

Now let some whimsey, or that » devil within 
Which guides all those who know not what they nw 
But give the knight (or give his lady) spleen, 
*' Away, away! take all your scaffolds down, 
** For Snug's the word: my dear! we'll live 
Town." 
At am'rous Plavio is the ^ stocking thrown ? 
That very night he longs to lie alone. 
3 The fool, whose wife elopes, some thrice a quar 
For matrimonial solace dies a martyr. 
Did ever ♦ Proteus, Merlin, any witch. 
Transform themselves so strangely as the Tich ? 
Well, but the s poor — the poor have the same itcl 
They change their^ weekly barber, weekly news, 
Prefer a new japanner to their shoes. 
Discharge their garrets, move their beds, &nd run 
(They know not whither) in a chaise and one ; 
They 7 hire their sculler, and when once aboard 
Grow sick, and damn the climate— like a lord. 



Festinantis heri: cui si i vitiosa libido 
Fecerit auspicium ; cms ferramenta Teanum 
Tolletis, fabri. ^Lectus genealis in aula est? 
Nil ait esse prius, melius nil ccelibe vita : 
Si non est, jurat bene sol is esse maritis. 
4 Quo teneam vultus mutantem Protea nodo f 
Quids pauper? ride: mutat^caenacula lectos, 
13alnea, tonsoFes ; 7 conducto navigio seque 
Niiuseat ac Jocuples, quern ducit priva trirerhis. 



EpUt, L IMITATIONS OF HORACE. 9S 

' You laugh, half-beau, half-sloven, if I stani!. 

My wig all powder, and all snuff my band ; 

You laugh if coat and breeches, strangely \'ary, 

White gloves, and linen, worthy Lady Mar>' ! 

But when ^ no prelate's lawn, with hair-shirt lin'd 

Is half so incoherent as my mind ; 1 66 

When (each opinion with the next at strife. 

One 3 ebb, and flow of follies all my life) 

1 4 plant, root up; I build, and then confound ; 

Turn round to square, and square again to round ; 

s You never change one muscle of your face, 1 7 1 

You think this madness but a common case, 

Nor^ once to chanc'ry, nor to Hale apply. 

Yet bang your lip, to see a seam awry 1 

Careless how ill I with myself agree, 1 7 5 

Kind to my dress, my figure, not to me. 

Is this my 7 guide, philosopher, and friend i* 

This he who loves me, and who ought to me;id ^ 

> Si curatus inxquali tonsore capillos 

Ocurro, rides : si forte subucula pexae 

Trita subest tunicas, vel si toga dissidet impar. 

Rides : quid, ^ mea cum pugnat sententia secuiii ' 

Quod petiit, spernit; repetit, quod nuper omi;>it ; 

3 ^stuat, et vitae disconvenit ordine toto ? 

^ Diruit, aedificat, mutat quadrata rotundis .'' 

^ Insanire putas soleiuiia me, neque rides, 

Nec^medicicrcdis, nee curatoris egere 

A praetore dati ; rcrum 7 tutela niearum 

Cum sisy et pravc sec turn stomacheris ob ungwtrcv 



ff6 IMITATIONS OF HORACL. Boffi /. 

Who ought to make me (what he can, or none) 
That man divine ivhom Wisdom calls her own ; i8o 
Great, without title, without fortune, bless'd; 
Hich I ev*n when plunder'd, honoured while oppress'd ; 
J^ov'd, * without youth, and follow'd, without pow'r; 
At home, tlio' exil'd ; 3 free, tho* in the Tow'r : 
In short, that reas'ning, high, immortal thin^, 185 
Just 4 less then Jove, and s much above a king: 
Nay, haif in heav'n— 6 except (what's mighty odd) 
A fit of vapours clouds this demigod ? iSS 



Do te pendentis, te respicientis amici. 

Ad summam, sapiens uno minor est Jove, t dires, 
% Liber, ^ honoratus, 4 pulcher, 5 rex denique regum ; 
l^r^rcipue sanus, ^ nisi cum pituita molesta est. 



HORACE BOOK I. EPISTLE VI. 



IMITATED. 



TO MR. MURRAY. 



«» 



*' Not to admire is all the art I know 
"To make men happy, and to keep them so.' 
(Plain truth, dear Murray! needs no flow'rs of 

speech. 
So take it in the very words of Creech.) 

X This vault of air, this congregated ball, 5 

Self-centred sun, and stars, that run and fall. 
There are, my Friend 1 whose philosophic eyes 
Look thn/, and trust the KiiieT with his skies ; 
To him commit the hour, the day, the year. 
And view ^ this dreadful All without a fear. 10 

Admire we then what ^ earth's low entrails hold, 
Arabian shores, or Indian seas infold; 
All the mad trade of 4 fools and slaves for gold ? 



HOR. LIB. I. EPIST. VI. 

Tn iL admirari, prope res est una, Numici, 
Solaque quae possit face re et servare beatum. 
■ Hunc solem, et Stellas, et decedentia certis 
Terapora momentis, sunt quiz formidine nulla 
Imbuti spectent. 3 quid censes munera terrae ? 
^uid mari>, extremos Arabas 4 ditantis et livdo^^. 



<)8 IMITATIONS OF HORACE. Book I. 

Or> popularity? or stars, and strings? 
The mob's applauses, or the gift, of kings? 1 5 

Say with what * eyes we oAght, at courts, to gaze. 
And pay the great our homage of amaze ? 

If weak the 3 pleasure that from these can spring. 
The fear to want them is as weak a thing : 
Whether we dread, or whether we desire, 2C 

In either case believe me we admire: 
Whether we ♦joy, or grieve, the same the curse, 
Surpris'd at better, or surpris'd at worse. 
Thus good, or bad, to one extreme betray 
Til' unbalanc'd mind, and snatch the man away : 2f 
For ^ virtue's self may too much zeal be had; 
The worst of madmen is a saint run mad. 

^ Go then, and if yoii q4n, admire the state 
Of beaming diamonds and inflected plate; 



Ludicra quid, % plausus, et amici dona Quiritis, 
Quo spectanda modo, ^ qyo sensu credis, et ore? 
-, Qui timet his adversa, fere niiratur eodeih 
(^uo cupiens pacto : pavor est utrobique motesttis: 
Improvisa simul species cxterret utrique; 

4 Gaudeat, an doleat ; cupiat, metuatne, quid ad rem; 
Si quidquid vidit meiiui pejusve suaspe, 

Defixis oculis, animoque et corpore torpet ? 

5 Insani sapiens nomen ferat, aequus iniqui; 
Ultra, quara satis est, virtutcm si petat ipsam. 

*^ I nunc, argentum, et marmor vet us, apraque e 
artes 
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Procure a taste to double the surprise, i^i 

And gaze on ^ Parian charms with learned eyes ; 

Be struck with bright * brocade, or Tyrian dye. 

Our birth-day nobles* splendid livery. 

If not so pleas'd, at 3 council-board rejoice 

To see their judgments hang upon thy voice; J5 

From 4 morn to night, at senate, rolls, and hall. 

Plead much, read more, dine late, or not at all. 

But wherefore all this labour, all this strife ? 

For 5 fame, for riches, for a noble wife ? 

ShalHone whom Nature, learning, birth, conspir'J 

To form, not to admire, but be admir'd, 4 1 

Sigh, while his Chloe, blind to wit and worth. 

Weds the rich dulness of some son of earth ? 

Yet 7 time ennobles, or degrades each line; 

It brightened Cragg's, and may darken thine. 45 

And what is fame ? the meanest have their day ; 

The greatest can but blaze, and pass away. 

Grac'd as thou arts with all the pow'r of words. 

So known, so honoured, at the House of Lords : 



' Suspice: cum gemmis* Tyrios mirare colore; : 
Gaude, quod spectaiit oculi te 3 milie loqueiitein : 
Gnavus4 mane forum, et ve^pertinus pete tectum, 
5 Ne plus frumenti dotalibus emctat agris 
Mucius: (indignum, quod sit pejoribus ortus) 
^> Hie tibi sit potius, quam tii mirabilis illi. 
7 Quicquid sub terra est, in apricum proferfct artr.b , 
Defodiet, concletque nitentia. * cum bene noHr.i. 
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Or, if three ladies like a luckless play. 

Take the whole House upon the poet's day. 

> Now, in such exigencies not to need. 

Upon my word you must be rich indeed : 9 

A noble superfluity it craves. 

Not for yourself, but for your fools and knaves; 

Something which for your honour fhey may cheat. 

And which it much behoves you to forget. 

^ If wealth alone then make, and keep us, blest, $ 

Still, still, begetting; never, never, rest. 

^ But if to pow'r, and place, your passion lie. 
If in the pomp of life consists the joy. 
Then 4 hire a slave, or (if you will) a lord. 
To do the honours, and to give the word ; • ic 

Tell at your levee, as the crowds approach. 
To whom 5 to nod, whom take into your coach; 



Qui possum tot? ait: tamen et quseram, et quo! ha 

bebo, 
Mittam : post pauloscribit, sibi millia quinque 
Esse domi chlamydum; partem, vel toUeret omnes. 

' Exilis domus est, ubi non et multa supersunt, 
£t dominum fallunt, et prosunt furibus. a ergo 
Si res sola potest facere et servare beatum; 
Hoc primus repetas opus, hoc postremus omittas. 

3 Si fortunatum species, et gratia praestat; 

4 MerQeXnilr servum, qui dictet nomina, laevum 
Q\i\ ibidia latiis, et ^cogat trans pondera dextram 



Efilt: fl. IMITATIOWSOrHOIlitH.-*' V ">i 

Whom honaur with jour hand ; to malie remarks. 
Who I rules in ComwaM, ar who rules in Beils: 
" Tliis may be troublesome, is neat the chair ; idj 
" That hiakes three members, this can fbiue a 

InslTucled thus, you bDW, embrace, protest. 
Adopt him ^ son, or cousin, at the least, 
Tlieii turn about, and j laugh at your own jest. 

Or if your llle be one rantlnu'cl treat, tio 

If* to live well, means nothing but to eat; 
Up, upl cries Gintlony, 'Ii» breali of day, ■ 

Co drive the deer, and diag the llany prey; 
With hound) and horns go hunt an appetiM — 
So I Russeldid, but could not eat u night; 115 

Call'il, happy dogi the beggar at his door; 
And envy'd thitsl and huuger to the poor. 

Or shall we 6 every decency confound, 
Thro' taverns, slevra, and bagiiio!i, take our round f 



Porrigei«. 1 Hie mullum in FabLa valet, ilte Velin; 
Cui litwt, is Tasces dabit; eripietque curule, 
Cui volet, importunmcbUTjifraler, pater, adde: 
Ul cuique est a^las, ila quemque i facetua adopla. 
Si*benequi coenat, bene vivit, lucel; eamus, 
Quoducilgula; pi^cemur, venemur: (uisolim 
Gargilim, qui mane piagjs, veiiabula, servoii, 
DilTetluin transire fflrum, populumque itbehai ; 
Unuii 1)1 e muUis populo ^peclanle telerret 
Emjitura niitlttt ajirun.) * cnidi tumidl've Uveti^ 



104 IMITATIONS OF UOR.VCE. Boci . 

Go dine with Chartres^ in each vice outdo n 

'K — I's lewd cargo, or Ty — ^y*i crew, 
From Latian Syrens, French Circaean feasts. 
Return 'd well travell'd, and transform'd to beasts; 
Or for a titled punk, or foreign flame. 
Renounce our z country, and degrade our name? 
'If, after ail, we must with Wilmot own ii* 

The cordial drop of life is Love aIone« 
And swift cry wisely Hv* la bagatelUI 
The man that loves, and laughs, must sure do well. 
^ Adieu — if this advice appear the worst, jj 

K'en take the counsel which I gave you tint : 
Or, better precepts if you can impart. 
Why do, I'll follow them with all my heart. i j 



Ouid deceat, quid non, obliti; .Caerite cera 
Digni ; > remigium vitiosumi thacensis Ulyssei; 
Cui potior ^ patria fuit interdicta voluptas. 
1 Si, Mimnermus uti censet, sine amore jocisque 
Nil est jucundum, vivas in amore jocisque. . 

4 Vive ; vale, si quid novisti rectius istis;, 
Candid us imperti : si nonj his utere mecum. 



HORACE, BOOK I. EPIST. VII. 

[^Imitated in the manner of Dr. Suifr/ 

*Tis true, my Lord, I gave my word 
I would be with you June the third; 
Chang'd it to August, and (in short ) 
Have kept it — as you do at court. 
You humour me when I am sick ; 
Why not when I am splenetic ? 
In Town what objects could I meet? 
The shops shut up in ev'ry street. 
And fun'rals black'ning ail the doors. 
And yet more melancholy whores t 
And what a dust in ev'ry place ! 
And a thin Court that wants your face. 
And fevers raging up and down. 
And W* and H** both in Town ! 



HOR. UB. I. EPIST. VII. 

QuiNQUE dies tibi poilicitus nie rure futurum, 
Sextilem totum mendax desideror. atqul. 
Si me vivere vis sanum recteqiie valentem, 
Quam mihi das aegro, dabis aegrotare tinienti, 
Maecenas, veniam ; duni ficus prima calorque 
Designatorem decorat lictoribus atris ; 
Dum puerisomnis pater, et luatercula, pallet: 
I'jlume III. K 



»» 
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*' The dog-days arc no more the case,** 
•Tis true, but winter comes apace: 
Then southward let your bard retire. 
Hold out some months *twixt sun and fire. 
And you shall see the first warm weather 
Me and the butterflies together. 

My Lord, your favours well I know ; 
*Tis with distinction you bestow. 
And not to ev'ry one that comes. 
Just as a Scotsman does his plums. 
*' Pray take them, Sir— enough's a feast : 
" Eat some, and pocket up the rest"-^- 
What, rob your boys ? those pretty rogues t 
** No, Sir, youMl leave them to the hogs.' 
Thus fools with compliments besiege ye, 
Contriving never to oblige ye. 



Oificiosaque sedulitas, et opella forensis 
Adducit febres, et testamenta resignat. 
Quod si bruma nives albanis illinet agris, 
Ad mare descendet vates tuus, et sibi parcet, 
Contractusque leget; te, dulcis amice, reviset 
Cum zephyris, si concedes, et hirundine prima» 

Non, quo more pyris vesci Calaber jubet boepe 
Tu me fecisti locupletem. Vescere sodes. 
Jam satis est. At tu quantumvis tolle. Benigne. 
Non invisa feres pueris munuscuh parvis. 
Tarn teneor dono, quam si dimittar ontlstiA. 
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Scatter your ftvours on a fop. 

Ingratitude's the certain crop ; 

And 'tis but just, I'll tell you wherefore. 

You give the things you never care for. 

A wise man always is, or shou'd 35 

Be, mighty ready to do good ; 

But makes a diff'rence in his thought 

Betwixt a guinea and a groat 

Now this I'll say. You'll find in me 
A safe companion, and a free ; 40 

But if you'd have me always near — 
A word, pray, in your Honour's ear: 
I hope it is your resolution 
To give me back my constitution ! 
The sprightly wit, the lively eye, 6 5 

Th' engaging smile, the gaiety 



Ut libet: hxc porcis hodie comedenda relinques. 
Prodigus et stultus donat quae spemit et odit : 
Hacc seges ingratos tulit, et feret omnibus annis. 
Vir bonus et sapiens, dignis ait esse paratum \ 
Nee taroen ignorat quid distent aera lupinis. 
Dignum praestabo me etiam pro laude merentis. 
Quod si me noles usquam discedere, reddes 
Forte latus, nigros angusta fronte capillos: 
Reddes dulce loqui: reddes ridere decorum, et 
Inter vina fugam Cynarae moerere protervae. 
Forte per angustum tenuis vulpecula rimam 
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That laugh'd down many a summer sun^ 
And kept you up so oft till one. 
And all that voluntary vein^ 
As when Belinda rais'd my strain. 

A Weasel once made shift to slink 
In at a corn-loft, thro* a chink^ 
But having amply stufT'd his skin. 
Could not get out as he got in; 
Which one belonging to the house 
('Twas not a man, it was a Mouse) 
Observing, cry'd, ** You 'scape not so : 
*' Lean as you came. Sir, you must go. 

Sir, you may spare your application, 
I'm no such beast, nor bis relation ; 
Nor one that temperance advance, 
Cramm'd to the throat with ortolans; 
Extremely ready to resign 
All that may make me none of mine* 
South-sea subscriptions take who please. 
Leave me but liberty and ease. 



n 



Bepserat in cumeram frumenti ; pastaque, nxrsus 
Ire foras pleno tendebat corpore frustra. 
Cui musteila procul. Si vis, ait, effugere istinc, 
Macra cavum repetes arctum, quem macra subisti. 
Hac ego si compellor imagine, cuncta resigno; 
Xcc Komnum plebis laudo, satur altilium, nee 
Otja divjtiis Arabum libcrrima muto. 
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'Twas what I said to Craj^gs and Child, 

Who piais'd my modesty and smil'd. 

Give me, I cry*d, (enough for me) 

My bread and independency ! 7<> 

So bought an annual rent or two. 

And liv'd — -just as you see I do ; 

Near fifty, and without a wife, 

I trust that sinking fund my life. 

Can I retrench? Yes, mighty well, 75 

Shrink back to my paternal cell; 

A little house with trees a- row. 

And, like its master, very low ; 

There dy'd my father, no man's debtor. 

And there 1*11 die, nor worse nor better. 80 

To set this matter full before ye. 
Our old friend Swift will tell his story. 

*' Harley, the nation's great support" — 
But you may read it, I stop short. 84 



Saepe verecundum laudasti : Rexque, Paterque^ 
Audisti coram, nee verbo parcius absens. 
Inspice si possum donata reponere laetus. 

Parvum parva decent, mihi jam non regia Roma, 
Sed vacuum Tibur placet, aut imbelle Tarentum. 
Strenuus et fortis, causis que Philippus agendis 

Clarus, &c. 

*r • '• 



HORACE, BOOK II. EPIST. I. 

IMITAT£]>. 



Advertitenunt. 

THE reflections of Horace, and the judgments passed 
in his Epistle to Augustus, seemed so seasonable to 
the present times^ that I could not help applying 
them to the use of my own country. The autlior 
thought them considerable enough to address them. 
to his prince^ whom he paints with all the great and 
good qualities of a monarch upon whom the Romans 
depended for the increase of an absolute empire; 
but to make the Poem entirely English, I was will- 
ing to add one or two of those which contribute to 
the happiness of a free people, and <ire more consist-^ 
ent with the welfare of our neighbours. 

This Epistle will shew the learned world to have fall- 
en into two mistakes : oiie, that Augustus was a pa- 
tron of poets in general ; whereas he not only prohi- 
bited all but the best writers to name him, but re- 
commended that care even to the civil magistrate ; 
Admoncbat pratores, tie paterentur nomen suum obso" 
lef.eri, tfc; the Other, that this Piece was only a ge- 
neral discourse of poetry; whereas it was an apolo- 
gy for the poets, in order to render Augustus more 
their patron. Horace here pleads the cause > of his 
contemporaries; first, against the taste of the Town, 



ADVLRTISCMEN'T. IJf 

whose humour it was to magnify the authors of \hc 
preceding age; secondly, against the court and no- 
bility, who encouraged only the writers for the 
theatre; and, lastly, against the Emperor him- 
self, who had conceived them of little use to the go- 
vernment. He shews (by a view of the progress ot' 
learning, and the change of taste, among theRomans) 
that the introduction of the polite arts of Greece had 
given the writers of his time great advantages over 
their predecessors; that their morals were much 
improved, and the licence of those ancient poets re- 
strained ; that Satire and Comedy were become more 
just and useful ; that whatever extravagancies were 
led on the stage, were owing to the ill taste of the 
nobility; that poets, under due regulations, were in 
many respects useful to the state; and concludes, 
that it was upon them the Emperor himself must 
depend for his fame with posterity. 
We may further learn from this Epistle, that Horace 
made his court to this great prince, by writing with 
a decent freedom towards him, with a just contempt 
of his low flatterers, and with a munly regard to his 
own character. P. 



HORACE, BOOK II. EPIST. L 

IMITATED. 
TO AU017STU8. 

While you, great Patron of mankind! > sustain 

The balancM world, and open all the main. 

Your country, chief in arms, abroad defend. 

At home- with morals, arts, and laws amend; 

^ How shall the Muse, from such a monarch, steal 5 

An hour^ and not defraud the public weal ? 

3 Edward and Henry, now the boast of fame« 
And virtuous Alfred^ a more 4 sacred name. 
After a life of gen'rous toils endur'd. 
The Gaul subda'd, or property secur'd, lo 

Ambition bumbled, mighty cities storm *d. 
Or laws establish'd and the world reform*d ; 

'tl. ■ IM^. ■-■■■■■— III — «— ^M^fc— ^i«iW^— ^>^— »■ ^^iW^*— ^■^—W >— ^l^W^i^^W^^.«^^ip^ 

HOR.LIB.il EPIST. L 

AD AU6VSTUM. 

Cum tot X sttstineas et tanta negotia, solus. 
Res Italas armis tuteris, morlbus ornes, 
Legibus emendes ; in ^ publica commoda peccem. 
Si longo sermone merer tua tempora, Cssar. 

3 Romulus, et Liber pater, et cum Castore Pollux, 
Post ingentia facta, 4 Deorum in templa recepti, 
Dum terras hominumque colunt genus, aspera bellft 
Componunt, agros aisignant, opplda condunt^. 
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" CIos*d their long glories with a sigh, to find 

Th' unwilling gratitude of base mankind ! 

All human virtue, to its latest breath, t > 

1 Finds Envy never conquer'd but by Death. 

The great Alcides, ev'ry labour past. 

Had still this monster to subdue at last : 

3 Sure fate of all, beneath whose rising ray 

Each star of meaner merit fades away ! zo 

Oppress'd we feel the beam directly beat ; 

Those suns of glory please not till they set. 

To thee the world its present homage pays. 
The harvest early, 4 but mature the praise : 
Great friend of liberty ! in kings a name 2 5 

Above all Greek, above ail Roman, fame *; 
Whose word is. truth, as sacred and rever*d 

5 As Heav*n's own oracles from altars heard. 
Wonder of kings ! like whom, to mortal eyes, 

^ None e'er has risen, and none e'er shall rise. 30 

' Ploravere suis non respondere favorcm 
Speratum meritis. diram qui contudit hydram, 
Notaque fatali portenta labore subegit, 
Comperit * invidiam supremo fine domari. 
3 Urit enim fulgore suo, qui praegravat artes 
Infra se positas: extinctus amabitur idem. 
^ Presenti tibi maturos largimur honores, 
s Jurandasque tuum per nomen ponimus aras, 

6 Nil oriturum alias, nil ortum tale fatentes. 
Sed tuu8 hoc populus, sapiens et Justus in uno, 

• Te nostris ducibus, te Graiis antefercndo. 
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Just in one instance, be it yet confest 
Your people. Sir, are partial in the rest; 
Foes to all living worth except your own. 
And advocates for folly dead and gone. 
Authors, like coins, grow dear as they grow old ; ^5 
It is the rust we value, not the gold. 
X Chaucer's worst ribaldry is learned by rote. 
And beastly Skelton heads of houses quote. 
One likes no language but the Fairy Queen ; 
A Scot will fight for Christ's Kirk o' the Green ; 40 
And each true Briton is to Ben so civil, 
2 He swears the Muses met him at The Devil. 

Tho' justly 3 Greece her eldest sons admires. 
Why should not we be wiser than our sires ? 



Caetera nequaquam simili ratione modoque 
if!)stimat ; et, nisi quas terris semota, suisque 
Temporibus defuncta vidct, fastidit et odit ; 
> Sic fautor veterum, ut tabulas peccare vetantes, 
Quas bis quinque viri sanxerunt, fcedera regum, 
Vel Gab i is vel cum rigidis xquata Sabinis, 
Pontificum libros, annosa volumina vatum, 
2 Dictitet Albano Mvsas sin monte locutas. 

Si, quia 3 Graiorum sunt antiquisslma quaeque 
Scripta, vel optima; Romani pensantur eadem 
Scriptores trutina; non est quod multa loquamur: 
Nil intra est oleam, nil extra est 10 nnce^uri. 
Venimus ad avmmum fortunse : pingimus atqoe 
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In ev'ry public virtue we excel ; 45 

We build, we paint, x we sing, we dance, as well ; 
And a learned Athens to our art must stoop. 
Could she behold us tumbling thro' a hoop. 

If 3 time improve our wits as well as wine. 
Say at what age a poet grows divine ? $0 

Shall we, or shall we not, account him so. 
Who dy'd, perhaps, an hundred years ago ? 
End all dispute ; and fix the year precise 
When British Bards began t* immortalize ? 

" Who lasts a 4 century can have no flaw ; 55 

" I hold that wit a classic, good in law." 

Suppose he wants a year, will you compound ? 
And shall we deem hims ancient, right, and sound, 
Or damn to all eternity at once 
At ninety-nine a modern and a dunce ? 60 

** We shall not quarrel for a year or two ; 
" By 6 courtesy of England he may do.** 

I Psallimus, et ^ luctamur Achivis doctius unctis. 
Si 3 mcli era dies, ut vina, poemata reddlt ; 
Scire velim, chartis pretium quotus arroget annus. 
Scriptor ab hinc annos centum qui decidit, inter 
Vilesatque novos ? excludat jurgia finis. 
K>t \'etus atque probus 4 centum qui perficit anno^^. 
Quid ? qui deperiit minor uiiomense, vel anno ; 
Inter quos referendus erit ? s veteresne poetas, 
An quos et praesens et postera respuet actas ? 
Iste quidem veteres inter poneiur^honestc, 
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Then by the ruJe that made i the horse-tail bare, 
I pluck out year by year, as hair by hair, 
And melt^ down Ancients like a heap of snow, 65 
While you, to measure merits, look in 3 Stowe, 
And estimating authors by the year. 
Bestow a garland only on a 4 bier. 

5 Shakespeare (whom you and ev'ry play-house bill 
Style the Divine, the Matchless, what you will) 70 
For gain, not glory, wing'dhis roving flight. 
And grew immortal in his own despight. 
Ben, old and poor, as little seem'd to heed 
6 The life to come, in ev'ry poet'screed. 
Who now reads 7 Cowley i if he pleases yet, 7 5 

His moral pleases, not his pointed wit ; 
Forgot his Epic, nay Pindaric art; 
But still B I love the language of- his heart. 

" Yet surely, 9 surely, these were famous men ! 
' ' What boy but hears the sayings of old Ben i 8 j 

Qui vel mense brevi, vel toto est junior anno. 
Utor permisso, caudseque piloa ut ' equiuae 
Paulatim vello; et demo unum, demo item unum : 
Dum cadat elusus ratione ^ mentis acervi. 
Qui redit ins fastos, et virtutem aestimat annis, 
Miraturque nihil, nisi quod 4 Libitina sacravit. 

s Enniuset sapiens, et fortis, et alter Homeru3, 
Ut critici dicunt, leviier curare videtur 
Quo ^ promissa cadant, et somnia Pythagurea. 
r Xaevius in manibus non est, et 8 mcntibus ha:rct 
/V//e rccons • 9 adeo sanctum est vetus omiie pcema. | 
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" In all I debates where critics bear a part^ 
" Not one but nods, and talks of Jonson's art^ 
*' Of Shakespear'8 nature, and of Cowley's wit; 
** How Beaumont's judgment check'd what Fletcher 
*' How Shadwell hasty, Wycherly was slow ; [[writ ; 
" But, for the passions^ Southern sure and Rowe ! S6 
" These, * only these, support the crowded stage 
** From eldest Hey wood down to Gibber's age." 

All this may be ; 3 the people's voice is cdd; 
It is, and it is not, the voice of God. 9:^ 

To 4 Gammer Gurton, if it give the bays. 
And yet deny the Careless Husband praise. 
Or say our fathers never broke a rule. 
Why then, I say, the public is a fool. 
But let tbem own that greater faults tlian we 9. 

They had, and greater virtues, I'll agree. 
S|)enser himself affects the $ obsolete. 
And Sydney's verse halts ill on g Roman feet ; 

Ambigitur « quoties, uter utro sit prior; aufcrt 

Pacuviusdocti famam senis, Acciusaiti : 

Dicitur Afrani toga convenisse Menandro; 

Plautus ad exemplar Siculi properare Epicharmi; 

Vincere Cajcilius gravitate, Terentiusarte; 

Hos edlscit, et hos arcto stipata theatro 

Spcctat Roma potens; a habet hos numeratquc poctn 

Ad nostrum tempus, Livi scriptoris ab aevo. 

3 Interdum vulgus rectum videt: est ubi peccat. 

Si 4 veteres ita miratur laudatque poetas, 

Ut nihil antctcrat, nihil ills comparet ; errai: 

i-'i qua:dam nimi s ^ a;3fi<7ue^ si pJcraque ^ dure 
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Milton's strong pinion now nothcav'n can bound. 
Now, serpent-like, in ' prose he sweeps the ground ; 
In quibbles angel and archangel join, loi 

And God the Father turns a school-divine, 
a Not that rd lop the beauties from his book. 
Likes slashing Bentley with hisdesp'rate hook; 
Or damn all Shakespeare, like the affected fool 105 
At court, who hates whatever he ^ read at school. 

But for the wits of either Charles's days. 
The mob of gentlemen who wrote with ease ; 
Sprat, Carew, Sedley, and a hundred more, 
( Like twinkling stars the miscellanies o'er) 1 10 

One simile, thats solitary shines 
In the dry desert of a thousand lines. 
Or ^ lengthened thought, that gleams through many a 
Has sanctify'd whole poems for an age. CP^gc, 

7 I lose my patience, and I own it too, 115 

When works arecensur'd, not as bad, but new; 

Dicere credit eos, > ignave multafatetur; 
Etsapit, et mecum facit, et Jove judicat squo. 
a Non equidera insector, delendaque carmina Livi 
Esse reor, memini quae 3 plagosum 4 mihi parvo 
Orbilium dictare; 

sed emendata videri, 
Pulchraque, exactis minimum distanti a, miror: 
Inter quae s verbum emicuit si forte decorum. 
Si 6 versus paulo concinnior unuset alter, 
Injuste totum ducit venditque poema. 
^ Indignor quidquam reptehendv, tvotv <vuLla crasse 
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While if our elders break all Reason's laws, 
These fools demand not pardon, but applause. 

I On Avon's bank, where flow'rs eternal blow. 
If I but ask if any weed can grow ? 1 20 

One tragic sentence if I dare deride. 
Which ^ Betterton's grave action dignify'd. 
Or well-mouthM Booth with emphasis proclaims, 
(Tho* but perhaps a muster-roll of names) 
How will our fathers rise up in a rage, 125 

And swear all shame is lost in George's age! 
You'd think i no fools disgrac'd the former reign. 
Did not some grave examples yet remain. 
Who scorn a lad should teach his father skill , 
And, having once been wrong, will be so still. 1 30 
He, who to seem more deep than you or I, 
Extols old bards, 4or Merlin's Prophecy , 
Mistake him not; he envies, not admires. 
And to debase the sons exalts the sires. 

Compositum, illepideve putetur, sed quia nuper ; 
Nee veniam antiquis, sed honorem et praemia posci. 
I Recte necne crocum floresque perambulet Attae 
Fabula, si dubitem; clament perisse pudorem 
Cuncti pcne patres, ea cum repreliendere coner. 
Que % gravis ^sopus, quae doctus Roscius egit : 
Vel quia nil ^ rectum, nisi quod placuit sibi, ducuiit ; 
V'el quia turpe putant parere minoribus, etqua; 
Imberbesdidicere, scnes perdenda fateri. 
Jam 4 saliare Numae carmen qui laudat, et illuJ, 
Quod mecum ignorat, solus vutt &ciT^N\<Sk.^\\\ 
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I Had ancient times conspir'd to disallow rjs 

What then was new, what had been ancient now? 
Or what remain'd, so worthy to be read 
By lear.ied critics, of the mighty dead ? 

^ In days of ease, when now the weary sword 
Was sheath'd, and Luxury with Charles restor'd ; 140 
In ev'ry taste of foreign courts improved, 
*' All, by the King's example, liv'd and lov'd." 
Then peers grew proud in 3 horsemanship t* excel, 
Newmarket's glory rose, as Briton's fell; 
The soldier breath'd the gallantries df France, " 145 
And ev'ry flow*ry courtier writ romance. 
Then * marble, soften'd into life, grew wartft. 
And yielding metal flow'd to human form ; 
Lely on 5 animated canvas stole 
The sleepy eye, that spoke the melting sbul. 159 

No wonder then, when aH was love and spnort. 
The willing Muses were debauch'd at Court]; 



Ingeniis non ille favet, plauditque ^epultis. 
Nostra sed impu^at, nos nostraque h'vidud edit, 
t Quod si tarn Grapcis novitas invisa fuisset, 
Quam nobis; quid nunccsset vctus? autquidhaberet, 
Quod Icgeret tererctque viritim publicus usus i 

1 Ut primum positis nugari Gr^cia bellis 
Ccepit, et vitiurti fortuna labicr aequa^" " " 
Nunc athletaruiti studiis,.nunc arsits equortim \ 
4 Marmoris, aut eboris fabros, aut arisamavit ; 
Suspcndit 5 picta Vultum mentemque tabelta ; 



E^isi, /. lUITATIONS OP HOIACE. 121 

On I each enervate string they taught the note 
To panty or tremble, thro' an eunuch's throat. 

But ^ Britain, changeful as a. child at play, 1 55 

Now calls in princes, and now turns away. 
Now Whig, now Tory, what we lov'd we hate ; 
Now all for pleasure, now for church and state; 
Now for prerogatives, and now for laws; 
Effects unhappy 1 from a noble cause. j6o 

^ Time was, a sober Englishman would knock 
His servants up, and rise by five o'clock ; 
Instruct his family in ev'iy rule. 
And send his wife to church, his son to school. 
To ^ worship like his fiithers, was his care; i6> 

To teach their frugal virtues to his heir; 
To prove that luxury could never hold ; 
And place on good ^ security his gold. 
Now times are chang'd, and one poetic itch 
Has seiz'd the Court and City, poor and rich : 1 70 

Nunc ■ tibicinibus, nunc est gavisa tragoedis: 
a Sub nutrice puelia velut si luderet infans, 
Quod cupide petiit, mature plena reliquit. 
Quid placet, aut odio est, quod non mutabile creda> f 
Hoc paces habuere bonx, ventique secundi. 
^ Romac dulce diu fuit et solenne, reclusa 
Mane domo vigilare, clienti promere jura, 
Scriptos^ nominibus rectisexpendere nummos, 
< Majores audire, minori dicere, per quae 
Crescerc res posset, minui damnosa libido, 
Mutavit mentem populus levis^ ^ et calet uivd 

Liij 
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Sons, sires^ and grandsires, all will wear the bays, 

Our wives read Mihon, and our daughters plays ; 

To theatres and to rehearsals throng. 

And all our grace at table is a song. 

I, who 80 oft renounce the Muses, * lie, i7( 

Not — self e'er teljs more fibs than I. 

When sick of Muse, our follies we deplore^ 

And promise our best friends to rhyme no more ; 

We wake next morning in a raging fie. 

And call for pen and ink, to show our wit. i8c 

2 He serv'd a 'prenticesbip, who sets up shop; 
Ward try'd on puppies, and the poor, his drop; 
Ev'n 3 IladeliiTs doctors travel first to France, 
Nor dare to practice till they've learn'd to dance. 
Who builds a bridge that never drove a pile ? 185 

(Should Ripley venture, all the world would smile:) 
But 4 those who cannot write, and those who can. 
All rhyme, and scrawl, and scribble, to a man. 

Yet, Sir, ^ reflect; the mischief is not great; 
These madnien never hurt the church, or state : i^ 

Scribendi studio: paeri psftresque severi 
Fronde comas vincti coenant, et carmina dictant 
Ipse ego, qui nullos me affirmo scribere versus, 
I:ivenior x Parthis mendacior, er prius orto 
Sole, vigil, calamum, et chartas, et scrinia posco. 
2 Navem agere ignarus navis timet : abrotonum segro 
Non audet, nisi qui didicit, dare: quod medicorum est^ 
Promittunt 3 mcdici : tractant fabrilia fabri : 
^ Scn'bimus indoc\i doctique poemata passim. 
flic error tamen et levis hwc ii\s;xTvv^. c\\x;jltA^s, 
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Suiiictimes the folly benefits mankind. 

And rarely ' a v 'rice taints the tuncfti] mind. 

Allow him but his ^ plaything of a pen. 

He ne'er rebels, or plots, like other men : 

3 Fiight of cashiers, or mobs, he'll never mind, c. i 

And knows no losses' while the Muse is kind. 

To ^ cheat a friend, or ward, he leaves to Peter ; 

The good man heaps up nothing but mere metre; 

Enjoys his garden, and his book in quiet ; 

And then — a perfect hermit irT his s diet. 23? 

Of little use the man you may suppose 
Who says in verse what others say in prose; 
Yet let me show, a poet's of some weighty 
And (c tho* no soldier) useful to the stPe. 
7 What will a child learn sooner than a song i 20 5 
What better teach a foreigner the tongue ? 
What's long, or sliort, each accent where to place, 
And speak in public with some sort of grace ? 
I scarce tan thmk him such a worthless thing. 
Unless he praise some monster of a king ; 210 

Virtules habeat, sic collige : vatis ' avarus [|unum ; 
Non temere est animus: ^ versus amat, hoc studet 
Detrimenta, 3 fugas sen'or^m, incendia ridet; 
Non 5 fraudem socio, puerovc incogitat ullam 
Piipillo ; vivit siliquis, et pane secundo^ ; 
Militix quanquam piger ct malus, utilis urbi ; 
Si das hoc, parvis quoque rebus magna juvari, 
r, 0» tenerum pueri balbumque poeta figurat; 
rcr^uet 7ab obscenis jam nunc %xrc\OTVvW^ ^'^xt"^^* 
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Or virtue, or religion, turn to sport, 

To please a lewd, or unbelieving Court. 

Unhappy Drydenl — In all Charles's days 

Xoscommon only boasts unspotted bays; 

And in our own (excuse some courtly strains) 215 

No whiter page than Addison remaios: 

He I from the taste obscene reclaims our youth. 

And sets the passions on the side of truth ; 

Forms the soft bosom with the^Qtlesiart, 

And pours each humin virtue in .the heart. 

Let Ireland tell how Wit upheld her cause, 

Her trade supported, and supply'd her laws. 

And leave on Swift this grateful verse engrav'd, 

** The rights a court attacked — a Poet sav'd." 

Behold the hand^ that wrought a nation's cure, 22 > 

Stretch'd to^ relieve the idiot, and the poor. 

Proud vice to brand, or injur'd worth adorn. 

And 3 stretch the ray to ages yet unborn. 

Not but there are who merit other palms; 

Hopkins and Stemhold glad the heart with psalms ; 

Tlie 4 boys, and girls, whom charity maintains, 23 1 

Implore your help in these pathetic strains : 

Jiow could Devotiun touch the country pews. 

Unless the gods bestowld a proper Muse? 

Mox etiam pectus pra'ceptis format aniicis, 
Asperitatis et invidiam corrector et irse ; 
Recto facta refcrt; ' orientia tempora notis 
Instruit exemplis: ^ inopem spUtur et segrum. 
Castiscum 3 pueris ignara puella mariti 
Di secret umU +preces, vuXcm m Mws^ d^d\><&ti ? 
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Verse cliecrs their leisure, verse assi-^ts their u ork, 1 1 5 
\'erse prays for peace, or sings down i Pope and Turk. 
TJic silenc'd preacher yields to potent strain. 
And feds that grace his pr.i\ *r besought in vain ; 
Th? blessing thrills thro' all the lab'ring throng, 
And » heav'n is won by violence of song. 240 

3 Our rural ancestors, with little blest. 
Patient of labour, when the end was rest, 
Jndulg'd the day that hous'd their annual grain. 
With feasts, and ofT'rings, and a thankful strain r 
The joy theif wives, their sons, and scn'ants, share. 
Ease of their toil, and partners of their care : z/i 

The laugh, the jest, attendants on the bowl, 
Smooth'd ev'ry brow, and open'd ev'ry soul : 
With growing years the pleasing licence grew. 
And 4 taunts alternate innocently flew. 



=5° 



Poscit opcm chorus, et presentia numina sentit ; 
Ccelcstcs implorat aquasdocta prece blandus; 
Avert it morbos, > metuenda pericula peliit ; 
Impetrat et pacem, ct locupletcm frugibus annum. 
* Carmine Di soperi plucantur, carmine Manes. 

1 AgricoIoB prise i, fortes, pan'oque be&ti, 
Condita post frumenta, levantes tempore fcsto 
Corpus et ipsutn animufn spe finis dura ferctitcm, 
Cum sociist>perum pueris et conjuge Ada, 
Tellurem porco, Silvanum lacte'piabant, 
Floribus et vino Geniuni memorem brevis aevi. 
Fescennina per hunc inventa liceiitia mortem 
4 Vcrsibus a4ti?mid opprobria rusiica fudvl; 
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But times corrupt, and* nature ilUincllQ'dy 

Produced the point that let\ a sting behind ; 

Till friend with friend, and families at strife. 

Triumphant malice rag'd thro' private life. 

Who felt the wrong, or fear'd it, took th' alarm, 255 

Appeal'd to Law, and Justice lent her arm. 

At length by wholesome ^ dread of statutes bound. 

The poets leam*d to please, and not to wound : 

Most warp*d to 3 Flatt'ry's side; but some, more nice^ 

Preserved the freedom, and forebore the vice. 260 

Hence Satire rose, that just the medium hit. 

And heals, with morals, what it hurts with wit. 

4 We conquered France, but felt our captive's charms ; 

Her arts victorious triumph'd o'er our arms; 

Britain to soft refinements less a foe, 265 

Wit grew polite, and ^ numbers learn'd to flow. 

Libertasque recurrentes. accepts per annos 
Lusit amabiliter: i donee jam savus apertam 
In rabiem verti coepit jocus, et per honestas • 
Ire domos impune minax. doluere cruento 
Dente lacessiti : fuit intactis quoque cura 
Conditione super communi : % quin etiam lex 
Poenaque lata, male qux no) let camuDe quemquam 
Describi. vertere modum, formidinc fustis 
Ad ^ bene dicendum, delectand unique redacti* 

4 Graecia capta, ferum victorem cepit, et artes 
Intulit agresti Latio. sic horridus ille 
DeftuTHt 5 numerus Saturnius, et grave virus 
Mfwditix pepulere : sed iu longum tamen sevum 



Walter wattmnoth; bnt Dryilen liught to join 
The varj-ibg verse, the full -rebounding line. 
The long raajeslic inarch, and energy divine; 
Tbo'ilillHinilF traces of our Tuslir vein, 37> 

And iplay-lbcn Ter«e, remain'd, and wtll remain- 
Law, very lale, rotfectneis grew our cate. 
When ihelir'd nation, brealh'il from Civil war, 
Exacli Racine, nnd Cornellle's noble tire 
Sfaow'd us that France liad somciliing to admire. 275 
Kolbut ihe + lraRic spirit was our own, 
And full, in Shakespeare, (air, In Otway, shone; 
Bal Otwiy fail'd to palish, or refine, 
Andsfluent ShahespeareSfarceeflac'da line. 
Ev'n copiounDryden ifanled, or forgot, r^o 

The liut, and greate»l art, the art <o blot. 

Some doubt, if equal paitis, or equal lite, 
Ttie "humbler Muse of Coniedy require. 
Bui in known images of life Iguesj 
Tlie labour greater, as 111' indulgence less. 2*5 

Maneerunt, hodieque manent, < vesligia mris. 

Et post ■ Puntca bella, quietus ^UEcrace i»Epit, 
QuidJSophodei, et The»[ii9,et.^schj'lus,ulilcferT«nl; 
Teniavii quoquc rem si digne veriere pnisel; 
Elplacuilsibi, nalurasublimis, et acer; 
Nhcu'* splrat tragicum satis, et feliciler audet: 
Sed, livpem pulal inscile, metuilque liluram. 

Cieditur, ex* media quia les aicesiil, habeti 
Sudori* minimum , :^ed flabet comcadia t»nw 
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I Observe how seldom ev*n the best succeed ; 

Tell me if* Congreve's fools are fools Indeed? 

What pert low dialogue has Farquhar writ! 

How Van. wants grace, who never wanted wit! 

The stage how 3 loosely does Astrea tread, 290 

Who fairly puts all characters to. bed! 

And idle Gibber, how he breaks the laws. 

To make poor Pinkey, * eat with vast applause ! 

But fill their s purse, our Poet's work is done. 

Alike to them by Pathos, or by Pun. 21^5 

O you! whom s vanity's light bark conveys 

On Fame's mad voyage by the wind of praise. 

With what a shifting gale your course you ply. 

For ever sunk too low, or borne too high ! 

Who pants for glory finds but short repose ; 300 

A breath revives him, or a breath o'erthrows. 

7 Farewell the stage ! if just as thrives, the play. 

The silly bard grows fat, or falls away. 



Plus oneris, quunto veniaj minus. 1 aspice, Plautus 

Quo pacto* partes tuetur amantis ephebt, 

Ut patris attenti, leoiiis ut insidiosi ; • 

Puantus sit Dossennus 3 edacibus in parasitis ; 

Qudm 4 non astricto percurrat pulpita socco. 

Ge:>tits enim nummum in loculos demmittere ; post hoc 

Sccuru9,. cadat, an recto stet fabula talo. 

Quern tulit ad scenani ^ ventoso gloria curru, 
Exanimat lentus spectator, sedulus inflat: 
S/c leye, sic ;.'ar\'iijn est, animum quod laudis avanim 
*^uhrult nut nrficit, "^ valeat re^ V:AVxn, V\ rc\t 
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1 There still remains^ to moriify a wit. 
The many-headed monster of the pit ; 30^ 

A senseless, worthless, and unhonour'd crowd. 
Who, * to disturb their betters mighty proud, 
Clatt'ring their sticks before ton lines are spoke. 
Call for the Farce, 3 the Bear, or the Black-Joke. 
What dear delights o Britons farce affords ! 31c 

Ever the Taste of mcbs, but now 4 of lords 1 

(Taste! that eternal wanderer, which flies 
From heads to ears, and now from ears to eyes.) 

The play stands btill; damn action, and diicour:.e ; 

Back fly th« scenes ; aitd enter foot ^ and horse ; 31s 

Pageants on pageants, in loiig order drawn ; 

Peers, heralds, bishops, ermine, gold, and lawn; 

The champion too! und, to complete the jcbt. 

Old Edward's armt^ur bcatna un Cibber'i> breast. 



Palma ncgata macrum, donata reduLit opimum. 

* Saepe etianj audacem fugat hoc tcrrclquc pott am ; 
Quod nuniero plures, virtute et hunore minorc:, 
Indocti, sto^idicjuc, et^ depugnare p.irati. 
Si discordet eques, media niter larmina poscunt 
Aut^ ursum aut pugiles : his nam picbecula gaudet. 
Venun^ equitis quoque jam migravit ab aure volupu? 
Omnis, ad incertos oculos, et g.iudia vana. 
Quatuor aut plures aularn {'remuiitur in licr.ts ; 
Dum fugiuiit^equitum turin;e, ]'ediiumque cater\x- ■ 
Mox trahitur manibus regum fcrtuna retortis; 
Esseda festinant, pilenta, petorrita, navis; 
Captivum portatur ebur, captiv a Corlnihus. 
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With ^ laughter sure Deniocritus had dy'd 
Had he beheld an audience gape so wide. 
Let bear, or* elephant, be e'er so white. 
The people, sure, the people are the sight ! 
Ah, luckless 3 Poet! stretch thy lungs and roar, 
'ihat bear, or elephant, shall heed thee more ; 
While all its* throats the gallery extends. 
And all the thunder of the pit ascends ! 
Loud as the wolves on s Orcas' stormy steep 
Howl to the roarings of the northern deep; 
Such is the shout, the long-applauding note. 
At Quin's high plume, or Oldfield's* petticoat; 
Or when from Court a birth-day suit bestow'd 
Sinks the 7 lost actor in the tawdry load. 
Booth enters — hark ! the universal peal ! 
*' But has he spoken ?" Not a syllable. 

» Si foret in terris, rideret Democritus; seu 
Diversum confusa g^nus panthera c^melo, 
Sive * elaphas albus vulgi converteret oth, 
Spectaret populum ludis ^ttentius ipsis, 
Ut sibi pracbentem mjmo spcct^cula plura; 
Scriptor^s autem* narrare putaret Asello 
Fabellam surdo. nam quoe * pervincere voces 
Evaluere sonum, referunt quem nostra theatra ? 

5 Garganum mugire putes nemus, aut mare Tusci 
Tanto cum strepitu ludi spectantur, et artes, 

6 Divitacque peregrinae : quibus 7 oblitus actor 
Cum stetit in scena, concurrit dextera laevae. 

Z^jjfjt adhuc aiiquidf Nil san^. Quid pUcet tr^ol 
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shook the btage^ and made the people stare i"' 
ong wig, flow'r'd gown, and lacker'd ch«ir. 
est you think 1 rally more t!un teach, 
! malignly arts I cannot reach, 
>r once presume t' instruit the times, 340 
th6 poet from the man of rhymes, 
who givei my breast a thouaand pains, 
e me feel each passion that he fc:ign»; 
compose, with more than magic art ; 
y, and with terror, tear my heart ; 345 

ch me o'er the eanh, or thro' the air, 
es, to Athens, wiien he will, and where, 
lot tliis part of the poetic state 
serves the favour of the great, 
these authors. Sir, who would rely 350 

a reader's sense, than gazer's eye. 
hall wander where the Miises sing ? 
nb their mountain, or who taste their spring ? 
II we fill ♦ a library with wit, 
eriin's cave is half unfurnish'd yet? 355 

arentino violas imitata veneno. 

forte putes, me, quae facere ipse recusem, 

e tractent alii, laudare maligne ; 

xtentum funem mihi posse videtur 

, ^ meum qui pectus inaniter angit, 

lulcet, falsis t^^rroribus impiet, 

i ; et modo me Thebis, modo ponit Athcnis. 

n age, et his, qui se lectori credere malunt, 

^tatoris fastidia ferre supcrbi, 

dde brevem ; si munus Apolline diguuttv 
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My Lie^el why writers litilc claim your thoug^ 
I guess; and, witli their leave, will tell the fault. 
We ' pocis are (upon a Poet's word) 
Of all mankind the creatures most absurd: 
The* season when to come, and when to go. 
To sing, or cease to sing, we never know ; 
And if wc will recite nine hours in ten. 
You lose your patience just like other men» 
Then, too, we hurt ourselves when, to defend 
A3 single verse, xve quarrel with a friend ; 
Kepeat, 4 unask*d ; lament the ' wit's too fine 
For vulgar eyes, and point out ev'ry line ; 
But most when, straining with too weak a wing. 
We needs will write epistles to the King; 
And ^' from the moment we oblige the Town, 
Expect a place, or pension, from the Crown ; 
Or, dubb'd Historians, by express command, 
T' enrol your triumphs o'er the seas and land. 

Vis complere libris, et vatibus addere calcar, 
Ut studio majore potant Heli»ona virentem. 

' Multa quidem nobis facimus mala sa?pe poeti 
(Ut vincta egomet cadam mea) cum tibi librum 
2 Sollicito damus, aut fesso: cum lardimur, ^ uu 
Si quis amicorum est ausus reprendere versum : 
Cum loc.a jam + recil.ita revoivimus irrevocati : 
Cum 3 lamcntamur iion apparcre labores 
No->tros, ot tenui dcducta pcomata filo : 
Cum '^ spcramus eo rein venturnin, ut simul atqi 
f^irmiiid /escieris nos nii';ero,commodus ultro 
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Be caird to Court to plan some work divine^ 

As once for Louis, Boileau and Racine. 375 

Yet' think, great sir (so many virtues shown) 
Ah ! think what poet best may make them known ; 
Or choose at least some minister 6t grace. 
Fit to bestow the %Laureat's weighty place. 

^Charles, to late times to be transmitted fair, 380 
Assign'd his figure to Bernini's care ; 
And great 4Nassau to Kneller's hand decreed. 
To fix him graceful on the bounding steed ; 
So well in paint and stone they judg'd of merit. 
But kings in wit may want discerning spirit : 385 
The hero William, and the martyr Charles, 
One knighted Blackmore, and one pensioned Quarles; 

Sed tamen est 1 opera? pretium cognoscore, qualcs 
^dituos habeat belli spectata domique 
Virtus, ^indigno non committenda poeta?. 
3Gratus Alexandro regi Magno fuitille 
Chcerilus, incultis qui versibus et male natis^ 
Rettulit acceptos, regale nuniisma, Philippos. 
Sed veluti tractata notam labemque remittunt 
Atramenta, fere scriptores carmine foedo 
Splendida facta linunt. idem rex iile pcema 
Qui tam ridiculum tarn care prodigus emit, 
Edicto vetuit, ne quis se, praeter Apeliem, 
Pingeret, aut alius Lysippo duceret aera 
Fortis4AIcxandri vuitum simulantia : quod si 
Judicium subtile videnc^is artibus illud 
Ad libros. et a«l haec Musuium dona vcc;it^.'?is 
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Which made old Ben, and surly Dennis swfar, 
*' No Lord's anointed, but a ^Russian beat." 

Not with such ^majesty, sucli bold relief^ j 

The forms august of king, or conqu'ring chief. 
E'er swell'd on marble, as in verse have shin'd 
(In poHsh'd verse) the manners and the mind. 
Oh ! could I mount on the MarQnian wing. 
Your 3arms, your actions, youir repose, to sing ! 
What 3seas you travers'd, and what fields you fougl 
Your country's peace how oft, how dearly bought ! 
Ilows barb'rous rage subsided at your word. 
And nations wonder'd, while they dropp'd the swo 
How, when you nodded, o'er the land and de^p 
^Peace stole her wing, and wrapped the world insle 
Till earth's extremes your mediation own. 
And ^Asia's tyrants tremble at your throner— 



'Boeotum incHissojurares aorenatum. 
[At neque dedecorant tua de se judicia, atque 
Munera, quae multa dantis cum laude tulerunt, 
Dilectitibi Virgilius Variusque poctae;^ 
Nee magis expressi ^vultus perahcnea signa, 
(^uam per vatis opus mores animique virorum 
Clarorum apparent : nee sermones ©go mallem 
Repentes per humum, ^quam res componerc gesta 
Tcrrarumque ♦situs, et flumina discere, ct arccs 
Montibus impositas, et sbarbara regna, tuisque 
Auspiciis totum ^confecta duefla per orbem; 
C h i/straqiw cusiodem pads tohibentia .Tanum, 
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But' veise, alatl your majesty disdains; 

And I'm not us*d to panegyric strains. 405 

The zeal of ^fools offends at any time. 

And, most of all, the zeal of fools in rhyme. 

Besides, a fate attends on all I write. 

That when I aim at praise, they say 31 bite. 

A vile 4eiicomlum doubly ridicules : 410 

There's nothing blackens like the ink of fools. 

If true, a swoeful likeness; and if lies, 

'' Praise undeserv'd is scandal in disguise." 

Well may he^blush who gives it, or receives; 

And wlien I flatter, let my dirty leaves 415 

(Like 'journals, odes, and such forgotten things. 

As Eusden, Philips, Settle, writ of kings) 

Clothe spice, line trunks, or flutt'ring in a row^ 

Befringe the rails of Bedlam and Soho. 419 

Si, quantum cuperem, possem quoque ; sed neqiie par- 
iCarmen majestas recipit tiia, nee meus audet [vuni 
Rem tentare pudor, quam vires ferrc rccusent. 
Sedulitas autem. *stulte, quern diiigit, urget; 
Praecipue cum se numeris commendat et arte. 
Discit enim citius, meminitque libentius illud 
Quod quis ^deridet, quam quod probat et vcneratur. 
Nil moror4officium quod megravat ; ac neque ficto 
In ^pejus vultu proponi cercus usquam. 
Nee prave factis decOrari versibus opto : 
Ne erubeam pingui donatus munere, et unit 
Cum 78criptore meo, capsaporrectus aperta, 
Deferarin vicum vendentem thus el odores, 
"£,1 piper, et quidquid chartis amicitur ineTpv'u. 



HORACE, BOOK 11. EPIST. IL 

IMITATED. 
Dear Cornel, Cobham's and your country's friend ; 
You love a verse ; take such as I can send. 

'A Frenchman comes, presents you with his boy. 
Bows and begins — " This lad, sir, is of Blois : 
*' Obseive his shape how clean ! his locks how curi'd ' 
'* My only son, I'd have him see the World: 6 

*' His French is pure ; his voice too — you shall hear: 
*' Sir, he's your slave for twenty pound a-year. 
<* Mere wax as yet, you fashion him with ease, 
'* Your barber, cook, upholst'rer; what you please: 
'* A perfect genius at an op'ra song — ii 

** To say too much might do my honour wrong. 



HOR. LIB. II. EPIST. II. 

Flore, bono claroquc fidelis amice Nefoni, 
,Si quis forte velit puerum tibi vendere natum 
Tibure vel Gabiis, et tecum sic agat: " Hie et 
*' Candidus, et talos a vertice pulcher ad imos j 
" Fiet eritque tuus nummorum millibus octo ; 
" Verna ministeriis ad nutus aptusheriles ; 
*' Literulis Graecis imbutus, idoneus arti 
*' Cuilibet : argilla quidvis imitaberis uda : 
** Ouinetiam canet indoctum, sed dulce bibenti. 
'' Multu Mem promissa le-.unt, ubi plcnius a quo 
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" Take him with all his virtues, on my word ; 

*' His whole ambition was to serve a lord. 

'' But, sir, to you with what would I not part ? is 

*' Tho* faith, I fear't will break his mother's heart. 

^' Once (aikl but once) I caught him in a lie, 

** And then, unwhipp'd, he had the grace to cry: 

** The fault he has I fairly shall reveal^ 

** (Could you overlook but that) it is', to steal." 20 

>If, after this, yon took the graceless lad^ 
Could you complain, my friend, he prov*d so bad ? 
Faith, in such case, if you should prosecute, 
I think Sir Godfrey should decide the suit. 
Who sent the thief that stole the cash away, 25 

And punish'd him that put it in his way. 

^onsid^r then, and judge me in this light ; 
I told you, when I went, I could not write ; 
You said the same ; and are you discontent 
With laws to which you gave your own assent ? 30 



*' Laudat venales, qui yult extrudere, mcrces. 
** Res urget me nulla: — semel hie ce>savit ; et (ut fit ) 
" In scalis latuit metuens pendentis habenae. 
*' Des nummos, excepta nihil te si fuga laedat.'* 
«Ille ferat pretium, poenae secunis, opinor. 
Prudens emisti vitiosum ; dicta tibi est lex ; 
Insequeris tamen hunc, et litemorarls iniqua? 

*Dixi me pigrum proficiscentitibi ; dixi 
Talibus officiis prope mancum : ne mea sa;vus 
Jurgares ad te quod epistola nulla venirtt, 
gujd tumprofcfi, niecum facientia jura 
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Nay, worse, to ask for verse at such a time ! 
D'ye think me good for nothing but to rhyme ? 

iln Anna's wars, a soldier, poor, and old. 
Had dearly earn'd a little purse of gold ; 
Tir'd with a tedious march, one luckless niglit 35 
He slept j (poor dog !) and lost it to a doit. 
This pu( the man in such a desp'rate mind. 
Between revenge; and grief, and hunger join'd^ 
Against the foe, himself, and all mankind. 
He leap'd the trenches, bcal'd a castle wall, 40 

Tore down a standard, took the fort and all. 
** Prodigious well!" his great commander cry'd. 
Gave him much praise, and some reward beside. 
Next pleas'd his Excellence a town to batter; 
(Its name I know not, and 'tis no great matter) 4$ 
*' Go on, my friend,'' he cry'd, " see yonder walls 1 
" Advance and conquer! go where glory callsl 



Si tamcn attentas? quaereris super hoc etiam, quod 
Expectata tibi non mittam carmina mendax.^ 

'Luculli milescollecta viatica, mulis 
u^rumnis lassus dum noctu stertit, ad assem 
Perdiderat : pust hue veliemens lupus, et sibi et hosti 
Iratuspariter, jejunib dentibus acer, 
Prasidium regale loco dejecit, ut aiunt, 
Sumnie niunito, etmultarum divitererum. 
Claru:> ob id factum, donis ornatur honestis, 
Aicipit et bis deiia super sesteria nummum. 
I'oi'.r .,ub h.x tempjs castellum cvcrtcre prater 
\r.;Ljo quod ciipicns, hoilarl cu:^i^ cwwdcvu 
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*' More honours, more rewards, attend the brave.** 
Don*t you remember what reply he gave ? 
'* D*ye think me, noble Gcn'ral ! such a sot ? 50 
" Let him take castles who has ne'er a groat." 

'Bred up at home, full early I begun 
To read in Greek the wrath of Peleus* son ; 
Besides, my father taught me from a lad. 
The better art, to know the good from bad ; 55 

( And little sure imported to remove. 
To hunt for truth in Maudlin's learned grove.) 
But knottier points we knew nothalf so well, 
Depriv'd us soon of our paternal cell ; 
And certain laws, by suff'rers thought unjust, 60 
Deny'd all posts of profit, or of trust ; 
Hopes after hopes of pious Papists fail'd. 
While mighty William's thund'ring arm prevail'J. 



Verbis, qua; timido quoque possent addere mcntcm. 
** I bone, quo virtus tua te vocat; i pede fausto ; 
Grandia laturus meritorum pranmia. quid stas ?'* 
Post haec ilic catus, quantumvis rusticus, ** Ibit, 
**Ibiteo, quo vis, qui zonam perdidit," inquit. 

^Romae nutriri mihi contigit atque doceri, 
Iratus Graiis quantum nocuisset Achilles. 
Adjecere bonae paulo plus artis AthenaE>: 
Scihcit ut possem curve digiioscere rectum, 
Atque inter silvasacademi quaerere verum. 
Dura sed cmovere loco me tempora grate ; 
Civilisquerudem belli tulit aestus in arma» 
Ciesaris A'lgusti non responsura lacertis, 



140 IMiTATIOMS OP HOBACB. Book 

For right hereditary^ tax'd and fin'd. 

He stuck to poverty with peace of mind ; 

And nie the Muses help to undei^o it. 

Convict a Papist he, and I a poet. 

liut, (thanks to Homer) since I live and thrive. 

Indebted to no prince or peer alive. 

Sure I should want the care often Monros, . 

If I would scribble ratlier than repose. 

' Years foil' wing years steal soniething every da} 
At last they steal us from ourselves away ; 
In one, our frolics, one, amu£ements end. 
In onCf.a mistress drops, in one, a friend. 
This subtle thief of life, this paltry time, 
"What will it leave me, if it snatch my rhyme ? 
If ev'ry wheel of that unweary'd mill. 
That tuni'd ten tliousand verses, now stands still ? 

*But, after all, what would you have me do. 
When out of twenty I can please not two? 

Unde simul primum me dimisere Phllippi, 
Decisis humilem pennis, inopemque paterni 

' Et laris et fundi, paupertas impulit audax 
Ut versus facerem : sed, quod non desit, habenten 
Qux poterunt unquam satis expurgare cicutae, 
Ni melius dormire putem, quani scribere versus? 

'Singula de nobis aiini praedantur euntes; 
Eripuere jocos, venerem, convivia, ludum; 
Tindunt extorquere poemata. quid faciam vis ? 
^Deni({ue non omiK's eadcm niirantur amantque 

Cjnninc /u^Mudcs; liic dcldalur vambis ; 
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When this Heroics only deigns to praise. 
Sharp Satire that, and that Pindaric lays ? 
One likes the plieasant's wing, and one the leg ; 
The vulgar boil, the learned roast an egg : 85 

Hard task to hit the palate of such guests. 
When Oldfield lo\'es what Dartineuf detests! 
iBut grant I may relapse, for want of grace. 
Again to rhyme, can London be the place ? 
Who there his Muse, or self, or soul, attends, <> 

In crowds, and courts, law, bus'ness, feasts, and 
My counsel sends to execute a deeiJ ; [friends ■ 

A poet begs me I will hear trim read. 
In Palace-yard at nine you'll find me there— 
At ten, fo^ certain, sir, in Bloomsb'ry-square— 95 
Before the Lords, at twelve, my cause comes on — 
There's a rehearsal, sir, exact at one. — 

Hie Bioneis sermonibus, et sale nigro: 

Tres mihi convivae prope dissen'.ire videntur, 

Poscentes vario multum diversa palato. 

Quid dem ? quid non dem ? renuis tu, quodjubet alter ; 

Quod petis, id sane est invisum acidumque duobub. 

iPrxter cxtera, me Romx ne poemata censes 
Scribere posse, inter tot curas totque labores .'* 
Hie sponsum vocat, hie auditum scripta, relictis 
Omnibus oflliciis : cubat hie incolle Quirini ; 
Hie extremo in Aventino ; visendus uterque. 
Intervallavides humane commoda. ** Verum 
*' Pur* sunt plateae, nihil ut meditantibus obslci." 
Festinat calidus mulis ^eruli^ue ledemptgi ; 

VolumtW. 1^ 
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" Oh! but a wit can study in .he streets, 

«* And raise his mind above the mob he meets/* 

Not quite so well, however, as one ought; 

A hackney -coach may chance fo spoil a thought ; 

And then a nodding beam, or pig of lead, 

God knows, may hurt the very ablest head. 

Have you not seen, at Gu ildhalTs narrow pass. 

Two aldermen dispute it with an ass? 

And peers give way, exalted as they arc, 

Ev'n to their own s-r-v— nee in a car ? 

iGo, lofty poet I and in such a crowd 
Sing thy sonor;US verse — but not aloud. 
Alas ! to grottoes and to groves we run. 
To ease and silence, ev'ry Muse's son: 
lilackmore himself, for any grand ettbrt. 
Would drink and dose at Tootinjj (»r Earl's court. 
How shall I rhyme in this eternal roari' 
How match the bards whom none e'er match'dbefoi 

aThe man who, stretch'd in Isis' calm retreat. 
To books and study gives sev'n years complete, 

Torquet nunc lapidem, nunc ingensmachinatigni 
Tristia robustis luctantur funera plau&tris ; 
Hac rabiosa fugit canis ; hac lutuienta ruit sus. 
il nunc, et versus tecum mcditare caivoros. 
Scriptorum chorus omnis amat nemus, et fugit urt 
Rite clicns iiacchi somno ;;:audentis et umbra. 
Tu me inter strepitus uociurnos atquediurnos 
Vis canere, et contracta se(iui ve.>tigia vatum ? 
Iji^t'iiiunij '^ibi quodvacuda dCdUiusit Athcnas, 
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See! strow'd with learned dust, his nip:htcap on. 
He walks an object new beneath the son ! 119 

The boys flock roand him, and the people stare : 
80 stiff, so mote ! some statue you would swear 
Stept from his pedestal to take the air ! 
And here, while Tow:;, and Court, and City, roars. 
With mobi, and duns, and soldiers at their doors. 
Shall I in London act this idle part, 125 

Composing songs for fcols to get by heart ? 

■The Temple late tM'o brother 6er,eants saw, 
"Who defm'd each other oracles of law; 
With equal talents these congenial souls. 
One luird th' Exchequer, and one stunn'd the Rolls ; 
Each had a gravity would make you split, 131 

And shook his head at Murray as a wit. [[quence/* 
•' 'Twas, sir, your law" — and, ** sir, your elo- 
" Your'd Cowper's manner — and your's Taloot's 

*Thus we dispose of all poetic merit, [sense." 

Your's Milton's genius, and mine Homer's spirit. 1 36 

£t studiis annos septem dedit, insenuitque 
Llbris et cuns, statua taciturnius exit 
Plerumque, et risu populum quatit : hie ego rerum 
Fluctibui in mcdiis, et tempestatibus Urbis, 
Verba lyrne motura sonum connectere digncr ? 
iFratererat Roma* consult] rlietor, ut alter 
Alterius t>ermone meros adirer honoros: 
Gracchus ut hie illi forct, huic ut Mucins ille. 
Qui minus arg'.itus vexat furor iste poetas .'' 
Carminacompono, hie elegos, mirabile visu, 

Ik* 
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Cxll Tibbald Shnkeepearf, and he'll swear the Nil 
OearCibber! ncvermalch'd one ode of thine. 
Lord I how U'E strut thro' Merlin's cave, lo see 
No puets lliere butfitepben, you, and me. 
Walk with respKlbehind. while wt M ease 
Weave laurel crowns, and Inkewhat namei wepli 
" My dearTibullUi !" II (ha( will net do, 
" Let me be Howce, *nil be Ovid you ; 
" Or, I'm conieiit, allow me Dryden'i iiraitu, 
" Andyoushill ibeupOtway foryoiicpaiiw," 
Much do [ Eu^er, much, lo keep In peace 
This jealous, waspiaU, wrong-head, rhyming, rat 
And much mj9tSstier, irthe whim should biw. 
To court applause by printing what I write. 
But let iIk lit paaso'er; I'm wise enough 
To slop my eara to their confounded sm(F, 

Cailatumque noiem Musis opus, aspice priniom, 
Quanta cum ^ito, quanta (nolimine eircum. 
Spectemu) vtwiutti Romxnis vaiibu^ irdsm. 
Moietiam (silurle vacas) soquere! et ptucul au,.,, 
Quid feral, el qunie sibl ntcfal ulerque caranam. 
Carditnui, el loiidein plagif consumlmus bostein. 
Lento Samiiim ad (umlna prima duel lo. 
Diiredo Alcsuspunelo illius; file meoquis* 
Quis, nisi Calllmacbua? si plat adiiDiKflre visiui 

Mulla reio, ul placem genus i 



in sciibo, ei lupplex 
Jigm, lijiiliii&tudiis, et 



vntiiin, 
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« In vain bad rhymers all mankind re}ect : 
They treat themselves with most profound respect. 
'Tis to small purpose that you huld your tongue^ 1 55 
Each prais'd within is happv ail day long. 
But how severely with themselves proceed 
The men, who wri«e such verse as we can read ? 
Their own strict judges, not a word they spare 
That wants of furce, or light, or weight, or care, 160 
Howe'er unwillingly it quits its place. 
Nay, tho' at court (perhaps) it may find grace: 
Such they'll degrade ; and, sometimes in its stead, 
% In doivnrlght charity revive the dead; 
Mark where a bold expressive phrase appears, 165 
Bright thro' t!ie rubbish of some hundred years; 
Command old words, that longiiave slept, to wake. 
Words that wise Bacon, or brave Rawleigh, spake; 



Obturem patuias iinpune legentibus aures. 

I Ridemurmal t qui componunt carmina; verum 
Gaudent scribentes, et se vetierantur, et ultro^ 
Si taceas, !aud.!nt quiriqnid srripscre, bcati. 
At qui legitimum cupict fecisse poema. 
Cum tabiilis anim«mi i-ensoris »umet honesti; 
Audebit quacunquc parum iplendori« habeburit, 
Et sins pondcre cranr, et honorc indigna feruntur, 
V'ertja movere loco ; quanivii invi;?. recej'ant, 
Kt ver>entur adhuc intrn peiictnilia W<ta:*; 
'^Obscurjta diu |H>puIa bonus err.et, at(;uc 
Prjfcrpt in h.rcm tpecio.a vocabula rorum, 
^ux pri ci> intiJi^rata Catonibus at\\ysft C^Wxt-^s^ 
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Or bid the new be English ages hence, 
(For Use will father what's bei^ot by Sense) 170 

Pour the full tide of eloquence along. 
Serenely pure, and vet divinely str ^ng, 
Rich with the treasures of each f.)reign tongue; 
Prune the luxuriant, the uncouth refine. 
But show no mercy to an empty line ; 175 

Then polish all with so much life and ease 
You think 'tis Nature, and a knack to please : 
" But ea<e in writing flows from art, not chance, 
*' A-i those move easiest who have leam'd to dance." 
* If such the plague, and pains, to write by rulej ito 
Better (say I) be pleas'd, and play the fiool; 
Call, if you will, bad rhyming a disease; 
It gives men happiness, or leaves them ease* 
There liv'd in prima Georgii (they record) 
A worthy member, no small fool, a<Iord; 185 

Nunc situs informis premit et deserta vetustas ;• . 
Adsciscet nova, quT.genitor produxerit usiu ; 
Vehemens, et liquidus, puroque simillimus amni^ 
Fundet opes, Latiumque beabit divite lingua; 
Luxuriantia conipescet ; nimis aspera sano 
Lcvabit cuhu ; virtute carentia toilet : 
LudenTis specicm dabit; et torquebitur, ut qui . 
Nunc Satyruni, uunc agrestem Cyclopa movetui:. 

' Pnctulerim scriptor delirus inersque videri, 
Dum mca clelectcnt mala me, vel denique fallant, ■ - 
9uam sapere, ct ringi. fuit baud ignobilis Argis,. 
Oui se credebat miros audirc tragoedos. 
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Who, tho' the House was up, delighted sate. 

Heard, noted, answer'd, as in full debate; 

In all but this a man of sober life, 

Fond of his friend, and civil to his wife ; 

Not quite a madman, tho' a pasty fell, 190 

And much too wise to walk into a well. 

Him the damn'd doctors, and his friends, immur'd, 

They bled, they cnpp'd, theypurg'd; in short, they 

Whereat the gentleman began to stare — [cur'd : 

" My friends I (he cry'd) p-x take you for your care ! 

That from a patriot of distingnish'd note 196 

Have bled and purg*d me to a simple vote." 

' Well, on the whole, plain prose must be my fate ! 
Wisdom (curse on it 1) will come soon, or late. 
There is a time when poets will grow dull ; 200 

ril ev'n leave verses to the boys at school : 

In vacuo Istus sessor plausorque theatro ; 
Csetera qui vitse servaret munia recto 
More; bomis sane vicimis, amabilis hospes, 
Comis in uxorem, posset qui ignoscere servis, 
£t signo laeso non insanire lagenx ; 
Posset qui rupem, et puteum vitare patcmtem. 
Hie ubi, cognatorum opibus curisque refectus, 
Expulit elleboro morbum bilemque meraco, 
£t redit ad sese: Pol me occidistis, amlci, 
Non servastis, ait; cui, sic ^xtorta yoluptas, 
£t demptus per vim mentis gratissimus error. 

■ Nimirum sapere est abjectis utile nugis, 
£t tempestivum pueris concedere ludum ; 
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To rules of poetry no more confin'd, 

I'll learn to smooth and harmonize my mind. 

Teach ev'ry thought within its bounds to roll. 

And keep the equal measure of the souL 205 

1 Soon as I enter at my country door 

My mind resumes the thread it dropp'd before; 
Thoughts, which at Hyde-park Corner I forgot. 
Meet, and rejoin me, in the pensive grot: 
There all alone, and compliments apart, at* 

I ask these sober questions of my heart : 

2 If, when the more you drink the more you crave. 
You tell the doctor; when the more you have 

The more you want, why not, with equal ease. 
Confess as well your folly as disease ? 21 $ 

The heart resolves tliis matter in a trice, 
" Men only feel the smart, but not the vice.** 
s When golden angels cease to cure the evil. 
You give all royal witchcraft to the devil: 
When servile chaplains cry that birth and place 220 
Endue a peer with honour, truth, and grace> 

I Ac non verba sequi fidibus modulanda Latinis ; 
Sed verae numerosque modosque ediscere vitas. 
Quocirca mecum loquor hacc, tacitusque recorder : 
a Si tibi nulla sitim finiret copia lympliae, 
Narrares medicis: quod quanto plura parasti, 
Tanto plura cupis, nulline faterier audes ? 
3 Si vulnus tibi monstrata radice vel herba 
Kon fieret lajvius, fugeres radice vel herba 
Profjcjeiite nihil cujarier: audiera.^, cui 
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Look in that breast, most 4irt]r Deao! be fair, 
Say^ can you find out one such lodgqr there ? 
Yet still, not beading what your heart can teach. 
You go to church, to hear these flatt'rers preach. 225 

Indeed, could wealth bestow, or wit, or merit, 
A grain of courage, or a spark of spirit. 
The wisest man might blush, I must agree, 
jf D#** loyt^ sixpence more than he. 

1 If there be truth in law, and use can giv« 250 
A property, that's yours on which you live. 
Pelightful Abs-court, if its field afford 
Their fruits to you, confesses 3rou its lord : 
All ^ Worldly's hens, nay partridge, sold to town, 
His ven'son too, a guinea makes your own; 235 

He bought at thousands, what with.better wit . 
You purcha^.e as you want, and bit by bit : 

Eem Dl donarent, illi decedere pravam 
Stultitiam; et cum sis nihilo sapientior, ex quo 
Fienior es, tamen uteris monitoribus iisdetn? 
At si divitise prudentem reddere possent, 
6i cupidium timidumque minus te; nempe rubercs, 
Viveret in terris te si quis avarior uno. 

' Si proprium est, quod quis libra mercatur et xre 
Quxdam (si credis consultis) mancipat usus; 
Qui te pascit ager, tuus est , et Villicus Orbi, 
Cum segetes occat, tibi mox frumenta daturus, 
Te dominum sentit. 

* das nuramos, accipis uvam, 
Pullos^ ova, cadum temeti : ncmpe modo isto 
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Now, or long since, w!ial dilT'nnce will be found i ■, 
You pHf a penny, ^nd he paid a pound. 

1 Hnilhcole himself, and such large-acred men, i^ 
Lords of tat E'lhsm, or of Lincoln Pen, 
Boy ev'ry ttjck of wood that lendi them heat. 
Buy ev'ry pullet iheyafioidlo Ml. 
Vet ihese arc wighls who fondly tsl I Iheirown 
Half iliat Ihc devil o'eilookf from Lincoln Wwn. ^ 
The laws of God. at well of Ihe land, 
Abhot 1 pcnxtuily should sland : 
Estates have wings, and hang in Foriune's pow'r. 
Loose on the poini ol'ev'ry ivav'ilng hour. 
Read* by force, or of your own accord, »J 

By sale, at leasl by death, lo change (heir lord. 
Man ? and forever? wretch I what woaldsl lliou liave!^ 
Htir urged heir, like wave impelling wivt. 
All vast faiwiiiim. [juil the uine the case 
Whether jou call Ifiem Villa. Patk, Di Cha^e) i{] 

Paulatim mercaris agtiim, fonaise ireceniis, 
Auteliain supra, numlnoruin millibus ernpliun. 
Quid leferi, vivas nuitiemio tiuper, an oliin > 
1 Emptor Ariciiii quondam Veieniit cl nivi, 
Enipmn;] ccenal olus, quamvij aliicr palst; enipiit 
Sut>nactptng«lidam lignis catefaclal ahenum. ' 

1 VDcni usque suum, qua populus adsiia Mrtis 
nilibui vicina refuglt jtirgia: tanquam 
il proprium quidquam, piiucto quod mobilis beta, 
Nuiicjiiwe, nunc jirclio, nuni? vi, nunc aorie auptema. 
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Alas, my Bathurst ! what will they avail ? 

Join Cotswood hills to Saperton's fair dale ; 

Let rising granaries and temples, heie. 

There, mingled farms and pyramids, appear; 

Link towns to towns with avenues of oak ; 260 

Enclose whole downs in walls; 'tis all a joke! 

Inexorable death shall level all. 

And trees, and stones, and farms, and farmer, fall. 

1 Gold, silver, iv'ry vases sculptur'd high, 
Pant, marble, gems, and robes of Persian dye, 265 
There are who have not — and, th«nkHcav'n, there are 
Who, if they have not,, think not worth their care. 

^ Talk .what you will of taste, my friend 1 you'll find 
Two of a face as soon as of a mind. 
Why of two brothers, rich imd restless one 270 

Ploughs, bums, manures, and toils frcm sun to sun; 
The other slights for women, sports, and wines. 
All Townshend's turnips, and all Grosvenor's mines : 

Sic, quia perpetuus nulli uatur usus et hxrcs 
ilfcrcdem altcri'u>, vclut unda supervenit undan), 
Quid vici prosunt, aut horrea 'i quidve Calabris 
Saltibus ad;ccti Lucani, si metit Orcus 
Grandia cum parvis, non exorabiiis auro? 

* Gemmas, marmor, ebur, Tyrrhena sigilla, tabcllas, 
Argontum, vestes Gsrtulo murice tinctas. 
Sunt qui non habcant ; est qui non curet habere. 
* Cur alter fratrum cessare, et ungi 
Pr«Tterat Herod is p.ilmetis pipguibus; alter 
P.vci tt imponunu<, ad umbrdm \>a>:\^ t>a Q\^>^ 
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Why one, like Bu — , with pay and scorn content. 

Bows and votes on in court, and parliament; 275 

One, driv'n by strong benevolence of soul. 

Shall fly, like Oglethorpe, from pole to pole;—* • 

Is known alone to that directing pow'r 

Who forms the genius in the natal hour; 

That God of Nature, who, within us still, alo 

Inclined our action, not constrains our will. ■ 

Various of temper, as Of face or frame. 

Each individual ; his great end the same. 

' Yes, Sir, how small soever be* my heap^- 
A part I will enjoy as well a& keep. 2I5 

My heir may sigh, and think it want of grace 
A man so poor would live without a place; ' 
But sure no statute in his favor says. 
How free, or frugal, I shall pass my days ; 
I who at some times spend, at oHicrs spare, 290 

Divided between carelessness and care. 
'Tis one thing, madly to disperse my store. 

Another, not to heed to treasure more ; 

■/ - 
— ■ . ■ I I ■ — rf>— .»— ^— 

Silve^trem flammis el fcrro mitiget agrum ; 

Scit Genius, natale comes qui temperat astriun. 

Naturae Deus humans, mortalis, in unum- -^ * 

Quodque caput, vuliu mutabilis, albus, et ater^ ' 

'Utar, et ex modico, quantum res poseet acervo 

ToIIam: nee metuam, quid de me judicet hacres, 

Oujd non plur.i datis invenerit. et tamen idem 

Scire volam, quantum simplex hilarisque nepoti 

iv^r repel, et quantum diiccrdi-t parcus avaro. 
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Glad like a boy to Bnttch the first good da^, 

And pleos'd, if toidid want be far away. 295 

' What is 't to me (a passenger, God wot) 
Whether my vessel be first rate, or not ? 
The ship itself may make a better figure. 
But I thett iail^ am neither less, nor bigger. 
I neither strut with ev'ry fav'ring breath, 300 

Nor strive with all the tempest in my teeth ; 
In pow'r, wit, figure^ virtue, fortune, piac'd 
Behind the foremost, and before the last. 

^ " But why all this of avarice ? I have none.*' 
I wish you joy, sir, of a tyrant gone. 30; 

But does no other lord it, at this hour, 
As wild and mad ? the avarice of pow't? 
Does neither rage inflame, nor fear appal ? 
Not the black fear of death, that saddens all ? 



Distatenim,spargas tua prodigus, an neque suinptum 
Invitus facias, neque plura parare labores ; 
Ac potius, puerut festis Quinquatribus olim, 
Exiguo gratoque fruaris tempore raptim. 
X Pauperies immunda dcmus procul absit. ego, utrum 
Nave ferar magna an parva, ferar unus et idem. 
Non agimurtumidisvclis Aquilone secundo; 
Non tamen ad\'ersis setatem ducimus Austris. 
Viribus, ingenio, specie, virtute, loco, re, 
Extremi primorum, extremis usque priores. 

^ Non es avarus : abi. quid ? csDtera jam simul ikte 
Cum Wtio fugere ? caret tibi pectus inani 

Valttjnr///. O 
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\V ith terrors round, can reason hold her throne, 310 

Despise the known, nor tremble at th' unknown ? 

Survey both worlds, intrepid and entire. 

In spite of witclies, devils, dreams, and fire ? 

Pleas'd to look forward, pleas'd to look behind. 

And count each birth-day with a grateful mind ? 315 

Has life no sourness drawn so near its end ? 

1 anst thou endure a foe, forgive a friend ? 

Has age but melted the rough parts away. 

As winter-fruits grow mild ere they decay ? 319 

Or will you think, my friend ! your bus'ness done. 

When of a hundred thorns you pull out one? 

* Learn to live well, or fairly make your will ; 
You've play'd, and lov'd, and ate, and drank your fill. 
Walk sober off, before a sprightlier age 
Comes tittVing on, and shoves you from the stage : 325 
Leave such to trifle with more grace and ease 
Whom folly pleases, and whose follies please. 3^7 



Ambitione ? caret mortis formidine et ira? 
i^ omnia, terrores magicos, miracula, sagas, 
Nocturnos lemures, portentaque Thessala rides ? 
Xatales grate numeras ? ignoscis amicis ? 
l^enior et melior fls accedente senecta ? 
Quid tc exempla juvat spinis de pluribus una ? 
» Vivere si recte nescis, decede peritis. 
Lusisti satis, edisti satis, atque bibistl; 
rumpus abire tibi est: ne potum largius aequo 
ni')eat, ct pulsct lasciva decentius aetas. 



HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE I. 

TO VENVS. 

Agaimt new tumults in my breast ? 

Ah, spare me, Venus ! let mt, let me rest ! 

I am not now, alasl the man 

As in the gentle reign of my queen Anne. 

Ahl sound no more thy soft alarms* 5 

Nor circle sober fifty with thy charms. 

Mother too fierce of dear desires! 

Turn, turn, to willing hearts your wanton fires; 

To number five direct your doves^ 

There spread round Murray, all your blooming loves ; 



HOR. LIB. IV. ODE I. 

AD VENSREM. 

Intermissa Venus diu, 

Kursus bella moves ? parce, precor, precor. 

Non sum qualis eram bonae 

Sub regno Cynara;. desine, dulcium 

Mater sa?va Cupidinum, 

Circa lustra decern fiectere mollibus 

Jam durum imperiis. abi 

Quo blandae juvenum te revocant i^i^cc^. 
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Noble and young, who strikes the heart 

With cv'ry sprightly, ev'ry decent part; ! • . 

Equal the injur'd to defend^ 

To charm the mistress, or to fix the friend : 

He, with a hundred artslrefin*d. 

Shall stretch thy conquests over half the kind: 

To him each rival shall submit. 

Make but his riches equal to his wit. 

Then shall thy form the marble grace, 

(Thy Grecian form) and Chloe lend the &ce; 

His house, embosom'd in the grove. 

Sacred to social life, and social love. 

Shall glitter o'er the pendent green. 

Where Thames reflects the visionary scene; 



Tempestivius in domo 

Pauli, purpureis ales oloribus, 

Commessabere Maximi, 

Si torrere jecur quaeris idoneum: 

Namque et nobilis, et decens, 

£t pro so Ileitis non tacitus reisu 

Et centum puer artium, 

Late signa feret militi<e tus. 

Et, quandoque potentior 

Lar^is muneribus riserit aemuli» 

Albanas prope te lac us 

Ponct marmoreara sub trabe citrea* 
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Thither the 8i]ver-«oiinding lyres 2 ^ 

Shall call the smiling Loves and young Desires ; 

There ev'ry Grace and Muse shall throngs 

Exalt the dance, or animate the song ; 

There youths and nymphs, in consort gay. 

Shall hail the rising, close the parting day. 30 

With me, alas! thosejoys are o'er; 

For me the vernal garlands bloom no more. 

Adieu! fond hope of mutual fire. 

The still-believing, still renew'd desire ! 

Adieu ! the heart-expanding bowl, 3 $ 

And all the kind deceivers of the toul ! 

But why ? ah! tell me, ah! too dear! 

Steals down my cheek th' involuntary tear ? 



Illic plurima naribus 

Duces thura ; lyrae et Berecynthiae 

Delectabere tibise 

Mistis carminibus, non sine fistula. 

Illic bis pueri die 

Numen cum teneris virginibus tuum 

Laudantes, pedecandido 

In morem Salium ter quatient humum. 

Me nee foemina, nee puer 

Jam, nee spes animi credula mutui. 

Nee e^rtare jurat mero, 

Kec vincire novis tempora floribus. 



O lij 
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Why words so flowing, thqughts so free. 

Stop, or turn nonsense, at one glance of thee ? < 

Thee, dress'din Fancy's airy beam. 

Absent I folloiv: thro' th' extended dream ; 

Now, now I seise, I clasp thy charms. 

And now you burst (ah, cruel I) from my arms! 

And swiftly shoot along the MaU« 4 

Or softly glide by the Canal ; 

Now shown by Cynthia's silver ray. 

And now on rolling waters snatcb'd away. 4 



Sedcur, heu! Ligurine^ cur 

Manat rara meas lacrymapergenas? 

Cur facunda parum decoro 

Inter verba cadit lingua silentio ? 

Nocturnis te ego somniis 

Jam captum teneo, jam volucrem scquor 

Te per gramina Martii 

Campi^ te per aquas^ dure, volubiles. 



HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE IX. 

A FRAOMEKT. 

Lest you should think that verse shall die. 

Which sounds the silver Thames along. 
Taught on the wings of Truth to fly 
Above the reach of vulgar song; 

Tho' daring Milton sits sublime 5 

In Spencer native Muses play ; 
Nor yet shall Waller yield to time. 
Nor pensive Cowley's moral lay — 

Sages and Chiefs long since had birth. 

Ere Caesar was, or Newton nam'd ; 10 



HOR. LIB. IV. ODE IX. 

Nc forte credas interitura, quae 
Longe sonantem natus ad Aufidum, 
Non ante vulgatas per artes 
Veiba loquor socianda chordis. 
Non, si priores Meonius tenet 
Sedes Homerus, Pindaricae latent, 
Ceaeque, et AIca:! minaces, 
Stesichorique graves Camsnae ; 
Nee, si quid olim lusit Anacreon, 
Delevit aetas: spiral adhuc amor, 
Vivuntque commissi calores 
Teliae fidibus puellSt 
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These rais'd new empires o'er the earth, 
And those new heav'ns and systems fram*d. 

Vain was the chiefs^ the sage's pride ! 
They had no poet, and they died. 
In vain they schem'd, in vain they bled t 
They had no poet, and are dead. 



Vixere fortes ante Agamemnona 
Multi ; sed omnes illacrymabiles 
Urgentur> ignotique longa 
Nocte^ carent quia vate sacro. 



ODE ON ST. CECILIA'S DAY, 

AND OTHER PIECES OF MUSIC, 

[Written in the year 1708.] 

r. 

Descend, ye Nin« I descend and sing ; 

The breathing instruments inspire ; 

Wake into voice each silent string. 

And sweep the sounding lyre i 

In a sadly-pleasing strain, 5 

Let the warbling lute complain ; 

Let the loud trumpet sound. 

Till the roofs all around 

The shrill echoes rebound ; 

While in more length'd notes and slow, ^0 

The deep, majestic, solemn, organs blow. 

Hark! the numbers soft and clear 

Gently steal upon the ear ; 

Now louder, and yet louder rise. 

And fill with spreading sounds the skies. 15 

Exulting in triumph now swell the bold notes. 

In broken air trembling, the wild music floats; 

Till by degrees, remote and small. 

The strains decay. 

And melt away. ao 

In a dying, dying, fall. 



■ >» 



i62 ODE ON ST. Cecilia's day. 

II. 
By Music, mifids an equal temper know. 
Nor swell too high, nor sink too low : 
It* in the breast tumultuous joys arise. 
Music her soft assuasive voice applies ; 
Or when the soul is press'd with cares. 
Exalts her in enliv'ning airs. 
Warriors she fires with animated sounds. 
Pours balm into the bleeding lover's wounds ; 
Melancholy lifts her head, 
Morpheus rouses from his bed, ' 
Sloth unfolds her arms and wakes, 
L4st'ning Envy drops her snakes; 
Intestine war no more our passions wage. 
And giddy factions hear away their rage.- 

III. 
But when our country*5 cause provokes to arms, 
Kow martial music every bosom warms ! 
So when the first bold vessel dar*d the seas. 
High on the stern the Thracian rais'd his strain. 
While Argo saw her kindred trees 
Descend from Pelion to the main; 
Transported demigods stood rotmd. 
And men grew heroes at the sound, 
Inflam'd with Glory's charms; 
Each chief his sev'nfbld shield display'd. 
And half unsheath'd the shining blade ; 
And seas, and rocks, and skies, rebound. 
To arms, to arms, to arms .' 
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IV. 

But when thro' all th' inrernal bounds, 

Wh.ch flaming Phlegethon surrounds, 50 

Love, strong as Death, the Poet led 

To the pale nations of the dead. 

What sounds were heard. 

What scenes appear'd, 

O 'e r al I the dreary coasts ! 5 5 

Dreadful gleams. 

Dismal screams. 

Fires that glow. 

Shrieks of woe. 

Sullen moans, 60 

Hollow groans. 

And cries of tortur'd ghosts! 

But, hark ! he strikes the golden lyre ; 

And, see ! the tortur'd ghosts respire ! 

See ! shady forms advance i €5 

Thy stone, O Sisyphus, stands still, 

Ixion rests upon his weel. 

And the pale spectres dance; 

The Furies sink upon their iron beds. 

And snakes uncurl'd hang list'ning round their heads. 

V. 
By the streams that ever (low, 7 r 

By the fragrant winds that blow 
O'er th' Klysian flow'rs; 
By those happy souls who ((well 
In yellow meads of asphodel, 7 s 

Or amaranthine bow'rs ; 
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By the heroes* armed shades, 

Glitt'ring thro* the gloomy glades; 

By the youths that djr'd for love, 

Wand'ring in the myrtle grove ;— 

Restore, restore Eurydice to life : 

Oh, take the husband, or return the wife 1 

He sung, and Hell consented 

To hear the poet's pray'r ; 

Stern Proserpine relented, 

And gave him back the fain 

Thus song could prevail 

0*er death and o*er hell, 

A conquest how hard and how glorious! 

Tho' Fate had fast bound her. 

With Styx nine times round her. 

Yet music and love were victorious. 

VI. 
But soon, too soon, the lover turns his eyes ; 
Again she falls, again she dies, she dies ! 
How wilt thou now the Fatal Sisters move ? 
No crime was thine, if 'tis no crime to love. 
Now under hanging mountains. 
Beside the falls of fountains. 
Or where Hebrus wanders. 
Rolling in meanders. 
All alone. 
Unheard, unknown. 
He makes his moan; 



ODE 6V ftT. Cecilia's day. 165 

And calls her ghost. 

For ever, ever, ever lost ! 105 

Now with Furies surrounded. 

Despairing, confounded. 

He trembles, he glows. 

Amidst Rhudope'B snows : 

See, wild as the winds, o'er the desert he flies; no 

Hark ! Htemus resounds With the Bacchanals* cries—- 

Ah see, he dies ! 

Yet ev'n in death Eurydice he sung, 

Eurydice still trembled on his tongue ; 

Eurydice the woods, ir5 

Eurydice the floods, 

Euoydice the rocks and hollow mountains, rung. 

VII. 
Music the fiercest grief can charm. 
And Fate's severest rage disarm : 
Music can soften pain to ease, 120 

And make despair and madness please ; 
Our joys below it can improve. 
And antedate the bliss above. 
This the divine Cecilia found. 

And to her Maker's praise confln'd the sound. 125 
When the full or^^an joins the tuneful quire, 
Th' immortal po.v'rs incline their ear; 
Lome on the swelling notes our souls aspire. 
While solemn airs improve the sacred fire. 
And aiigcls leuii ironi hcav'n to hear. 130 

f'iflume III, V 
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Of Orpheus now no more let poet^ t«II ; 
To bright Cecilia greater pow'r is giv'n : 
His numbers rais'd a shade from-beIl« 
Her'sliftsthesoul toheav'n ■ 

ODE ON SOLITUDE. 

Happy the man whose wish and care 
A few paternal actes bound. 
Content to breathe his native air 

In his own ground. 

Whos^ bei^s vfitb milk, whpsc: fields with bi«ad. 
Whose" flocks supply him wi^ attire. 
Whose trees in summer yield him shade. 

In winter fire. 

BLoss'd, who can unconcern'dfy find 
Hours, days, aqd year^, slide soft away. 
In health of body, peaces of mind. 

Quiet by day, 

Sound aleepby night ; study and ease 
together mix'd ; sweet recreation; 
And innocence, which most does please. 

With meditation. 

Thus let me live, unseen, unknown, 
Thus unlamented let me die; 
Steal from the world, and not a stone? 

Tell where I lie. 



ODE. 

THE DYING CHRISTIAN TO HIS SOUL. 

t. 

V iTAF. Spark ofheav'nly flame I 
Quit, oh quit, this mortal ft-ame ! 
Trembling, hoping, ling'ring, flyings 
Oil the pain, the bliss of dying ! 
Cease, fond Nature] cease thy strife, 5 

And let me languish l|it6 life. 

II. 
Hark! they whisper; angels say, 
' Sister Spirit, come away.' 
What is this absorbs me qui^e! 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 10 

Drowns my spirits, draws my breath ? 
Tell me, my Soul ! can this be Death ? 

III. 
The world recedes ; it disappears ! 
Heav'n opens on my eyes ! my ears 
With sounds seraphic ring : 
Lend, lend your wings I I mount I I fly 1 
O Grave ! where is thy victory ? 
O Death! where is thy sting ? iS 



^'n 
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OP 

DR. JOHN DONNE, 

DEAK OP ST. PAUL'S, VERSIPIED. 



Quid vetat et nosmet Lucili scripta legenccs 

Q£iaerere« fiuip iUiut^ nuro rerum dum oecarit 

Versicttloi oatura maeis faftoi et euocea 

Mcelius i HOR. 

SATIRE II. 

Yes, thank my stars ! as early as I knew 

This Town, I had the sense to hate \i too ; 

Yet here, as ev'n in h^U, there must be still 

One giant-vice so excellently ill, 

That all beside pne pities, not abhors, 

As who knows Sappho smiles at other whores. 

I grant that poetry's a crying sin ; 
It brought (no doubt) th' Excise and Army in : 



SATIRE II. 

Sib, tho* (I thank God for it) I do hate 

Perfecily all this Town, yet there's one state 

In all ill things so excellently best. 

That hate towards them breeds pity towards the rest. 

Tho- poetry, indeed, be such a sin, 

As I think, that brings death and Spapiards in; 
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ch*d, like the plague, or love, the Lord knows 

how, 
that theeure is starvinf, all alloiv. lo 

like the Papist's is the poet's state, 
r anddisarmM, and hardly worth your hate ! 
ere a lean baid, whose wit could never give 
iseFTa dinner, makes an actor live : 
thief condemn'd, in law already dead, 15 

rompts, and saves, a rogue who cannot read, 
s as the pipes of some carv'd organ move, 
gilded puppets dance, and mount above, 
ir'd by the breath th* iAspiring bellows blow ; 
inspiring bellows lie and pant below. 20 

ie SHigs the ikir ; but songs no longer move ; 
at is rhym'd to death, nor maid to love : 



', like the pestilence, and old-fashion'd love, 

ingly it catch men, and doth remove 

IT till it be starv'd out ; yet their state 

•or, disarm *d, like Papists, not wort!) hate: 

(like a wretch, which at barjudg'd as dead, 

prompts him which stands next, and cannot read, 

saves his life) gives idiot actors means, 

rving himself) to live by's labour'd scenes. 

I some organs puppet's dance above, 

bellows pant below which them do move, 

would move love by rhymes > but witchcraft's 

clianns 
^ not now their old tears, nor their old haim%« 

Piij 
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In love's, iq Nature's, spite the siege they hold. 
And scorn the fiesh, the devil, and all but gold. 

These write to lords, some mean reward to get. 
As needy beggars sing at doors for meat : 26 

Those write, because all write, and so have still 
Excuse for wfiting, and for writing ill. 

Wretched, indeed! bql f4r more wretched yet 
Is he who makes his meal pn other's wit : 39 

'^Tis chang'd, no doubt, froni what it was before ; 
His rank digestion makes it wit no more : 
Sense pass'd thro' him no longer is the same ; 
For food digested takes another name. 

I pass o'er jiU those confessors and martyrs 35 

"Who live like S— U— n, or who die like Chartres, 
Out-cant o)d Esdras, pr out-drink his heir, 
Out-usure Jews, or Irishmen out-swear; 

Rams and slings now ^re silly battery; 
Pistolets are the best artillery : 
And they who write to lords rewards to get. 
Are they not like singers at doors for meat? 
And they who write, because all write, have still 
Th' excuse for writing, aiid for writing ill. 
But he is worst who (beggarly) doth chaw 
Others' wits' fruits, and his ravenous maw 
Kankly digested, doth those things out-spue 
As his own things; and they're his own, 'tis true: 
For if one eat my meat, tho' it be known 
The meat was mine, th* excrement is his own. 
3ut these c}o me no harm, nor they which us^ 
To. out-usure J^ws, 
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'Wicked as pages, who in early years 

Act sins which Prisca's confessor scarce hears. 40 

£v'n those I pardon, for whose sinful sake 

Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 

Of whose strange crimes no canonist can tell. 

In what commandment's large contents they dwell. 

One, one man only breeds my just offence, 45 

Whom crimes gave wealth, and wealth gave impu- 
Time, that at last matures a clap to pox, [dence: 
Whose gentle progress makes a calf an ox. 
And brings all natural events to pass. 
Hath made him an Attorney of an Ass. 50 

No young divine, new benefic'd, can be 
More pert, more proud, more positive, than he. 



T* out -drink the sea, f out-swear the Litany, 

Who with sins of ail kinds as familiar be 

As confessors, and for whose sinful sake 

Schoolmen new tenements in hell must make; 

Whose strange sins canonists could hardly tell. 

In which conimaiuinient's large receipt they dwell. 

BuL these punish themselves. The insolence 

Of Coscus only breeds my just offence. 

Whom time (which ruts all, and makes botches pox. 

And plodding on must make a calf, an ox) 

Ilath made a lawyer, which, (alas!) of late, 

But scarce a poet, jollier of this state 

'1 han r.re ncw-beiicfic'd ministers: he throws. 

Like nets, or lime-twigs, whcreso'et he %Q^%) 
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What further could I wish the fop to do 

But turn a wit, and scribble verses too? 

Pierce the soft lab'rinth of a Iady*8 ejir $5 

With rhymes of this fur cent, and that^rr year. 

Or court a wife, spread, out his wily parts, 

Like nets, or Iinie*twigs, for rich widows* hearts; 

Calls himself barrister to ev*ry wench. 

And W009 in language of the Pleas and Bench ? 69 

Language which Boreas might to Auster hold. 

More rough than forty Germans when they scold. 

Curs*d be the wretch, so venal, and so vain. 
Paltry and proud as drabs in Drury-Lane. 
'Tis such a bounty as was never known, 6% 

If Peter deigns to help you to your own : 
What thanks, what praise, if Peter but supplies I 
And what a solemn face, if he denies! 



His title of Barrister on ev'ry wench. 

And woos in language of the Pleas and Bench.** 

Words, words which would tear 
The tender labyrinth of a maid's soft ear 
More, more than ten Sclavonlans scolding, more 
Than when winds in our ruin'd abbeys roar. 
Then sick with poetry, and possess'd with Muse 
Thou wast, and mad, I hop'd ; but men which chuse 
Law-practice for meer gain, bold souls repute 
Worse than imbrotheU'd strumpets prostitute. 
Now, like an owl-like watchman, he must walk« 
Hi;> hand still at a bill; now he must talk 
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» as when pris'nersihake the head, and swear 
only suretyship that bronght 'em there. 70 
fice keeps your parchment fates entire, 
rves with cold to save them from the fire ; 
>u be walks the streets, thro' rain, or dust^ 
It in chariots Peter puts his trust ; 
»u he sweats and labours at the laws, 75 

God to witness he affects your cause, 
es to ev'ry loid, in ev'ry thing, 
. king's fsvourite — or like a king, 
are the talents that adorn them all, 
wicked Waters ev'n to godly** 80 

lore of Simony beneath black gowns, 
ore of bastardy in heirs to crowns. 
I lings, and in pence, at first they deal, 
teal 80 little, few perceive they steal ; 
ke the sea, they compass all the land, 85 

Scots to Wight, from Mount to Dover Strand : 



ike prisoners, which whole months will swear 

)nly suretyship hath l)rou^htthem there, 

3 every suitor lie in ev'ry thing, 

I king's favourite, or like a king: 

. wedge in a block wring to the bar^ 

)g like asses, and more shameless far 

carted whores, lee to the grave judge; for 

dy abounds not in kings* titles, nor 

ly and Sodomy in churchmen's lives, 

ibe things do in him ; by these he thrives. 

y (as ih'sea) he'll compass all the land, 

Scots to y/ightjfrom Mount to DoveiSU'Atvdi \ 
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And when lank windows purchase luscious nights. 

Or when a duke to Janssen punts at White's, 

Or city-heir in mortgage melts away, 

Satan himself feels far less joy than they. 90 

Piecemeal they win this acre first, then that,- 

Glean on, and gather up the whole estate ; 

Then strongly fencing ill-got wealth by law. 

Indentures, cov'sants, articles, they draw, 

Large as the fields themselves, and larger far 95 

Than Civil codes, with all their glosses, are. 

So vast, our new divines, we must confess. 

Are fathers of the church for writing less> 

hut let them write, for you each rogue impair* 

The deeds, and dex'trously omits sts hares : lod 



And spying heirs melting with luxury, 

Satan will not joy at their sins as he: 

For (as a thrifty wench scrapes kitchen-stuff. 

And barrelling the droppings and the snuff 

Of wasting candles, which in thirty year, 

(Reliquely kept) perchance buys wedding chear) 

Piece-meal he gets lands, and spends as much time 

Wringing each acre as maids pulling prime. 

In parchment then, large as the fields, he draws 

Assurances big as gloss'd Civil laws; 

So huge, that men (in our time's forwardness) 

Are fathers of the church for writing less. 

These he writes not, nor for these written pays. 

Therefore spares no length (as in those first days 
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No commentator C9n more &Jtly pass 

O'er a leam'd munteUigible place; 

Or in quotation shrewd divines leai'e out 

Those uroidSy thai would against them ckar the doubt. 

So Luther thought the Pater-noster long, 105 

When doom'd to say his beads and even-song ? 
But having cast his cowl, and lei't those laws. 
Adds to Christ's pray'r the Pour' r and Glory clause. 

The lands are bought ; but where are to be fiound 
Those ancient woods that bhaded all the ground i 1 10 
We see no new built palaces aspire, 
Np kitchens emulate the Vestal fire. 
Where are those troops of poor that throng'd of yore 
The good old landlord's hospitable door ? 
Well, I could wish that stiji, in lordly domes, r 1 5 
Some beasts were kill'd, tho' not whole hecatombs ; 



When Lutlier was profest, he did desire 
Short Pater-nostcri, saying as a fryer, 
Each day his beads; but having left those laws. 
Adds to Christ's pray 'r the Power and Glory clause) 
But when he sells, or changes land, h' impairs 
His writings, and (unwatch'd) leaves out j«x be'res. 
And slily, as any comnientor, goes by 
Hard words, or .sense ; or in divinity 
As conlroverters in vouch'd texts leave out 
Shrewd words, which might against them clear t!>e 
doubt. [toluio 

Where are those spread woods which c\%vVCi \\vi^t- 
Those hou£ht lands / im built, uor buin\.w*v\\\\i\^^o^' 
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That both exremes were banish'd from their walls, 
Carthusian fasts and fVilsome Bacchanals; 
And all mankind might that just mean observe. 
In which none e'er could surfeit, none could starve. 
These as good works, 'tis true, we all allow, 121 
But, oh! these works are not in fashion now r 
Like rich old wardrobes, things extremely rare. 
Extremely fine, but what no man will wear. 

Thus much I've said, I trust without offence; 
Let no court sycophant pervert my sense. 
Nor sly informer watch, these wordsto draw 
Within the reach of treason, or the law. 12S 



Where the old landlord's troops and alms ? In halls 
Carthusian fasts, and fulsome Bacchanals 
Equally I hate. Means blest.. In rich men's homes 
I bid kill some beasts, but no hecatombs: 
Nuiie starve, none surfeit so. But (oh!) w'allow 
(jood works as good, but out of fashion now. 
Like old rich wardrobes. But my words none draws 
\\ ithin the vast reach of th' huge statute-law. 
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SATIRE IV. 

Well, if it be my time to quit the stage. 

Adieu to all the follies of the age ! 

I die in charity with fool and knave. 

Secure of peace— at least beyond the grave. 

I've had my purgatory here betimes, 5 

And paid for all my satires, all my rhymes. 

The poet's hell, its tortures, fiends, and flames. 

To this were trifles, toys, and empty names. 

With foolish pride my heart was never fir'd. 
Nor the Vain itch t' admire, or be admir'd ; 10 

I hop*d for no commission from his Grace; 
I bought no benefice, I begg'd no place ; 
Had no new verses, nor new suit to show. 
Yet went to Court !— the devil would have it so. 



SATIRE IV. 

W^ell; I may now receive and die. My sin 
Indeed is great; but yet I have been in 
A Purgatory, such as fear'd liell is 
A recreation, and scant map of this. 
My mind, neither with pride's itch, nor Iiath been 
Poison'd with love to see, or to be seen. 
I had no suit there, nor new suit to show. 
Yet went to court: but as Glare which did go 
f^alume II L ft 
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•| ■" But .is the fool, tliat in reforming days 

Jj • Would go to mass in jest, (as su^ry says) 

! ,j ' Could not but think to pay his iine was odd, 

I \\ [{ Since 'twas ho torni'd design of servUig God ; 

So was I punish'd, as if full as proudj 
As prone to ill, and negligenit of good. 
As deep in debt, without a thouglk to pay, 

-'I' ! As vain, as idle, and as false, as tliey 

Who live a.t court, for going once that way ! 
Scarce vraa I cntcr'd, when, behold I there canM 

..„ A thing which Adam hud been posed to name; 

J • Noah had refus'd it lodging in his ark. 

Where all the race of reptiles might embaik : 
A verier monster than on Afric's shore 
The sun e'er got, or slimy Nilus bore. 
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To mass in jest, catch 'd, was fain to disburse 
Two hundred marks, which is the statute's curse 
Before he 'scap'd ; so *t pleas'd my destiny 

B (Guilty of my sin of going) to think me 

As prone to all ill, and of good as forget- 
Full, as proud, lustful, and as much in debt. 
As vain, as witless, and as false as they 
1 1 jjj Which dwell in court, for once going that way. 

Therefore I suffered this. Towards me did run 
A thing more strange than on Nile's slime the si 
! i| E'er bred, or all which into Noah's ark came ; 

j \ A thing which would have pcs'd Adam to name; 

Stranger than seven antiquaries' studies, 
TJjan Afrk 's monsters, Guiana's rarities ; "^ 
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Or Sloane, or WMdwurd's wondrous shelves contain. 
Nay, all that lying trav«11er» can feign. 31 

The watch would hardly I«t him pasd at noon, 
At night would sweir him dropp'd out of the moon : 
One whom the mob, when next we find, or make, 
A Popish plot, shall for a Jesuit take ; 35 

And the wise justice, starting from his chair. 
Cry, 'By your priesthood, tell me what you are !* 

Such was the wight: the apparel on his back, 
Tho' coarse, was rev 'read; and tho* bare was blade: 
The suit, if by the £ishion one might guess, 4(7 

Was velvet in the youth of good Queen Bess, 
But mere tuff-tafftty what now renuln'd ; 
So Time, that changes all things, had ordain'd I 
Our sons shall see it leisurely decay, 
First turn plain rash, then vanish quite away. 4s 



Stranger than strangers ; one, who for a Dane, 
In the Danes' massacre had sure been slain. 
If he had liv'd then, and without help dies 
When next the 'prentices 'gainst strangers rise ; 
One whom the watch at noon lets scarce go by; 
One, t'whom ih* examining justice sure would cry, 
* Sir, by your priesthood, tell me what 3'ou are!' 
His iloaths were strange, tho* coarse, and black, tho* 
Sleeveless his jerkin was, and it had been H^are; 

Velvet, but 'twas now (so much ground was seen) 
Become tuff-tafY*ety ; and our children shall 
Sec it plain rash awhile, then nought 2i\ ^W. 
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This thing has travell'd, speaks each language too. 
And knows what's fit for ev'ry state to do ; 
Of whose best phrase, and courtly accent join'd 
He forms one tongue, exotic and leGn'd. 
Talkers I've leam'd to bear; Motteujc I knew ; je 
Henley himself I've heard, and Budgell too ; 
The Doctor's wormwood style, the hash of tongues 
A pedant makes, the storm of Gonson's lungs ; 
The whole artill'ry of the terms of war. 
And (all those plagues in one) the bawling bar : 55 
These I could bear; but not a rogue so civil 
Whose tongue will compliment you to the devil : 
A tongue that can cheat widows, cancel scores. 
Make Scots speak treason, cozen subtlest whores. 
With royal favourites in flatt'ry vie, 6e 

And Oldmixon and Burnet both outlie. 

The thing hath traveird, and, faith, speaks all-tongues. 
And only knowetfa what to all states belongs; 
Made of the accents^ and best phrase of all these 
He speaks one lai^guage. If str^uige meats displease. 
Art cap deceive, or hunger force my taste ; 
But pedants' motley tongue, soldiers' bomt>ast. 
Mountebanks' drug-tongue, nor the terms of law. 
Are strong enough preparatives to draw 
Me to hear this ; yet I must be content 
With his tongue, in his tongue called complement; 
In which he can win widows, and pay scores. 
Make men speak treason, cozen subtlest whores. 
Out-flatter favourites, or outlie either 
Jovius, or Surias, or both toge\ta. 
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He spies me oot; I whisper^ gracious God ! 
What sin of mine could merit such a rod ? 
That all the shot of Dulness no\T must be 
From this thy bluHdei^uss di^harg'd on me! 65 

Permit, he cries, no stranger to your fame. 

To crave your sentiment, if 's your name. 

What speech esteem you most ? The King's, said I ; 

But the best words? — O, Sir, the Dictionary. 

You miss my aim ; 1 mean the most acute, 70 

And perfitct speaker ? — Onslow, past dispute. 

But, Sir, of writers? Swift for closer style. 

But Hoadiy for a period of a mile. 

Why, yes, 'tis granted, these indeed may pass; 

Good common linguists, and so Panurge was; 75 

Nay, troth th' Apostles, (tho*, perhaps, too rough) 

Had once a pretty gift of tongues enough; 

Yet these were all poor gentlemen ! I dare 

Affirm 'twas travel made them what they were. 

He names me, and comes to me ; I whisper, God ! 

How have I sinn'd, that ihy wrath's furious rod. 

This fellow, chuseth me ? Hesaith, Sir, 

I love your judgment; whom do you prefeif 

For the best linguist ? and I sillily 

Said, that I thought Calepiue's Dictionary. 

Nay, but of men most sweet Sir? Beza then. 

Some Jesuits, and two rev 'rend men 

Ofour two academies, I nam 'd. Here 

He stopp'd me, and said; Nay, yoL:r Apostles were 

Good pretty linguists; so Panurgus was. 

Yet a poor gentJeirw/j; all tiiese may pass 

4~V * •* 
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Thus, Others' talents having nicely shown, 80 

He came by sure transition to his own ; 
Till I cry'd out. You prove yourself so able. 
Pity you was not druggerman at Babel : 
For had they found a linguist half so good, 
I make ncT question but the Tow'r had stood. S5 

Obliging Sir! for courts you sure were made; 
Why then for ever bury'd in the shade ? 
Spirits like you should see, and should be seen; 
The King would smile on you — at least the Queen. 
Ah, gentle Sir! you courtiers so cajble us—- 90 

But Tully has it, Nunquam minus siAut: 
And as for courts, forgive me, if I say. 
No lessons now are taught the Spartan way. 
Tho' in his pictures Lust be full display 'd. 
Few are the converts Aretine has made ; 95 

And the' the court show vice exceeding clear. 
None should, by my advice, learn virtue there. 

By travail. Then, as if he would have sold 
His tongue, he prais'd it, and such wonders told. 
That I was fain to say, if you had liv'd. Sir, 
Time enough to have been interpreter 
To Babel's bricklayers, sure the Tow'r had stood. 
He adds, If of court-life you knew the good 
You would leave loneness. I said. Not alone 
My loneness is; but Spartanes' fashion 
To teach by painting drunkards, doth not last 
Now; Aretine's pictures have made few chaste ; 
No more can princes' courts, tho' there be few 
Inciter pictures of vice, leach mt vVtluc. 



At this entranpfdy be lifts bit bands and eyes. 
Squeaks Hke a biiii«iD>vtch'd late-ttring. and replies ; 
Oh tis the aw a tmi of all earthly things loo 

Tp fise on priDces^ and to talk of kings I- 
Then happy aiaii vrhaihows the tomtis! said I, 
He dwells amMat tilt lojal family; 
He er'iy dpf rlVom }&Bg to king ca^ wtiU^, 
Of all onrHani^HfH oar JfAmwc^* talk«. io| 

Apd fet» hyipeaklnftfiith of monaich* deadj, 
What fnr can of the living— easf, and bread. 
JiOid, Bir, anertq^edianicl stifngely lov. 
And coaiaeofphrny yowr English jlU are so. 
Hour e]^gai|tyoiAr PiencfaineAl Bline, d'ye mean ? 
I have but one', I hope the fellow's clean. iii 



ffrr 



He» like toahi^-stxetch'd Inte-string squeaks, 0,Sir i 
^Tis sweet to talk of kings ! at Westminster, 
Said I^ the man that keeps Uie Abbey-tombs, 
And for bis price doth* with whoever comes. 
Of all our Harrys and our Edwards talk. 
From kii>g to king, and all their kin can walk ; 
Your ears shall bear nought butJdngs; your eyes meet 
Kings only ^ the way to it is Kings'-street. 
He smack'd, and ciy'd. He's bue, mechanique 

coarse, 
Soare all your Englishmen in their discourse. 
Are not your Frenchmen neat ? Mine, as you see, 
I hare bat one« Sir; look^ he foUpws me. 
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Oh I Sir, politely so ! nay, let me die. 
Your only wearing is your Paduasoy. 
Not, Sir, my only ; I have better still. 
And this you see is but my dishabille — 
Wild to get loose, his patience I provoke. 
Mistake, confound, object at all he spoke : 
But as coarse iron, sharpen 'd, mangles tnore. 
And itch most hurts when anger*d to a sore. 
So when you plague a fool, *tis still the curse. 
You only make the matter worse and worse. 

He past it o'er; affects an easy smile 
At all my peevishness, and turns his style. 
He asks, what news ? I tell him of new plays. 
New eimuchs, harlequins, and operas. 
He hears, and as a still, with simples in it. 
Between each drop it gives, stays halt a minute. 
Loth to enrich me with too quick replies. 
By little, and by little, drops his lies. 

Certes, they are neatly cloth'd.- I of this mind air 
Your only wearing is your grogaram. 
Not so. Sir; I have more. Under this pitch 
He would not fly. I chaf 'd him ; but as itch 
Scratch'd into smart, and as blunt iron ground 
IJ Into an edge hurts worse; so I (feci !) found 

t| dossing hurt me. To fit my snllenness 

U He to another key his style doth dre^s, 

1-^ And asks, what news ? I tell him of new plavs r 

He takes my hands, and as a still, which stays 
A scmbriet' 'UvixX each drop, he niirg<»rclly, 
A 5 loath to in rich nie, so icWi iv\:vx\s- aiX^'i^ 
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Mere household trash (-of birthnights, balls, and shows 

More than ten Holinsheds, or Halls, or Stows. 131 

When the Queen frovra% or smil'd, he knows, and 

A subtle minister may make of that; {[what 

Who sins with whom; who got his pension rug. 

Or quicken'd a reversion by a drug ; 135 

Whose place is quartered out, three- parts in four. 

And whether to a bishop, or a whore ; 

Who having lost his credit, pawn'd his rent. 

Is therefore fit to have a government ; 

Who in the secret, deals in stocks secure/ 140 

And cheats th' unknowing widow and the poor; 

Who makes a trust of charity a job. 

And gets an act of parliament to rob ; 

Why turnpikes rise, and now no cit nor clown 

Can gratis see the country, or the town: 145 

Shortly no lad shall chuck, or lady vole. 

But some excising courtier will have toll: 



More than ten Holinsheds, or Halls, or Stows, 
Of trivial houshold trash he knows : he knows 
When the Queen frown'd, orsmil'd; and he knows 
A sybtle statesman may gather of that; [what 

He knows who loves whom, and who by poison 
Hastes to an office's reversion ; 
Who wastes in meat, in clo^tlis, in horse, he notes ; 

Who loves whores 

He knows who 'ath sold his land, and now doth beg 
A licence, old iron, boots, shoes, and egg- 
shells to t{;ansport. Shortly boys shall not ^^U^ 
At span-counter, or blow-po'm\, >a\x\. v»\«X\ ^>^ 
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H< telifl what struiBpet places seils for life. 
What 't^fuiTe fats Jandt,- what cUieeii his wife: 
At last (which proves him wiser fltiU JhaH all) . jp 
What lady's face is not^ whtted waJl. 

As one of Woodward's patient8> sick, and aoK 
I puke, I nauseate — yet he thrusts in raor&;. . ' 

Trims Europe's balance, tops the statesman's part; 
And talks Gazettes and Postboys o'er by Iieart. x jj 
Like a big wiffe a| sight of loathsome meat 
Ready to cast, I yawn, I sigh, and sweat. 
Then as a licena'd «py, whom nothing can 
Silence or hMit^ he libels the great man; 
Swears ev'ry place entaii'd for years to comt i6g 

In sure succession X9 the day of doom; 



Toll to some courtier; and, wiser than all ns. 

He knows what lady is not painted. Thus 

He with home meats cloys me. I belch, spae, splt^ 

Look pale, and sickly, like a patient ; yet 

He thrusts on more ; and as he 'ad undertoek 

To say Gallo-Belgicus without book. 

Speaks of all states, and deeds, that have been since 

The Spaniards came to th' loss of Amyens. 

Like a big wife, at sight of loathed meat. 

Ready to travail, so I sigh and sweat 

To hear this makaron talk : in vain, for yet. 

Either my humour, or his own to fit. 

He, like a privileged spy, whom nothing can 

Discredit, libels now 'gainst each great man. 
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He names the price for <v'ry office jnidy 

And says, our wan-thrivo ill, because delay 'd; 

Nay hints, 'tisjby connivance of the Court 

That Spam robs on, a«d Dunkirk's still a port. 165 

Not more amecement seir'd on Ciite's guests. 

To see themselves fall endlong into beasts. 

Than mine, to find a subject stay'd and wise 

Already helf-turn'd traitor by surprise. 

I felt th* infection slide ftom him to me« 170 

As in the pox some gi^ it taget five ; 

And quick to swallow me, methought I saw 

One of our giant statutes ope its jaw. 



He names the price for ev'ry office paid ; 

He saith, our wars thrive ill, because delay'd; 

That offices are in tail ; and that there are 

Perpetuities of them, lasting as far 

As the last day ; and that great officers 

Do with the Spaniards share and Dunkirkers. 

I, more amaz'd than Circe's prisoners, when 

They fvit themselves turn beasts, felt myself thea 

Becoming traitor, and methought I saw 

One of our giant statutes ope his jaw 

To s-.'ck me in for hearing him : I bund. 

That as burnt venemous leachcrsdo grow sound 

})y ^ivint; others their sores, I might grow 

Guilty, and he free: therefore I did ,sliow 



I AlIaignaDflnaHiing] 



\aHat ni 



E mooient, as anoihcr li( 



SloodjuMB-till, ihe mi nisi tr came bj. 
To him he flies, and baws, and buws again. 
Then, (lose atUmbra, Joins 1he ditty (vain. 
Not Fannlui' telf nwtc impudeiuly near, 
Wlirn hair liis D93e i> iii< bis prince's e«r. 
I quak'd al heart i ami still afraid lo ue 
All the Court fill'd wilhstringei things than lie. 
Ran out fl9 fast, B& one thai pajs faiibail, 
And dreads more actions, hurries froni a jail. 



In 



!t pny m 



my foreBrtI 



To the (ait farthing. Therefore lo 
Tgughly and siubborrily t bear i bi 
Of metcy now waseoms : he trJM 
Me lo pay a line )0 



t th' hodr 
to bnng 

I 'Scape a torturing. 
And sayi. Sir, can you spare me — f I uid,willfa|l]ri 
Nay, Sir, can you spare me acrownf Thankfully f^ 
Gaveitaeianstim. Bulaitiddlerisull. i 

Tho' they be paid to be gone, yel needs will i 

Thnut one more jigg upon yon ; so did he 
Withhis long oompleiiiental Ihanks vex me. j 

But lie it gone, itianlMiahi9need>Mv3ni, 
And the prerugalire of my cmwn. Scant 
Hii ihanks wereoided, whenl (which diiiMe 
All the counfiU'd with more strange things than hej 
Rail from iheo6e.witii such, ur more haste than oi 
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Bear mei some.Godl oh 1 quickly bear me hence 
To wholesome solitade, the nurse of sense ; 1 85 

Where Contemplation prunes her ruffled wings. 
And the free soul looks down to pity kings ! 
There sober thought pursu'd th' amusing theme. 
Till fancy colour'd it, and form'd a dream. 
A vision hermits can to hell transport, 190 

And forc'd ev'n me to see the damn'd at Court. 
Not Dante dreaming all th' infernal state. 
Beheld such scenes of envy, sin, and hate. 
Base fear becomes the guilty, not the free. 
Suits tyrants, plunderers, but suits not me. 195 

Shall I, the terror of this sinful Town 
Care if a liv'ry'd lord, or smile, or frown? 
Who cannot flatter, and detest who can. 
Tremble before a noble serving-man ? 
O my fair mistress, Truth ! shall I quit thee 200 

For huffing, braggart, puft, nobility? 



At home in wholesome solitariness 
My piteous soul began the wretchedness 
Of suitors at Court to mourn ; and a trance. 
Like his who dreamt he saw hell, did advance 
Itself o'er me : such men as he saw there 
I saw at Court, and worse, and more. Low fear 
Becomes the guilty, not th' accuser; then 
Shall I, none's slave, of high-bom, orrais'd men 
Fear frowns, and, my mistress Truth I betray thee 
For th' huffing, braggart, puft^ nobiUtv ? 
r^ujiw III, - K 
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i 

Thott who, since yesterday, h?.8t rolPd e>r all 
The busy, idle blockheads of the ball, 
Ii.i-;t thcUj Sun \ beheld an emptier sort j 

Than such as swell this bladder of a Court 7 205 ' 

Novv* pox on those ^ho shew a court in wax ! i 

It ought to bring all courtiers on their backs ; ' 

Such painted puppets .' such a varnish'd ractt 
Of hollow g*?wga\vs, only dress and face! 
Such waxen noses, stately staring things— 210 

Ko wonder some folks bow, and think them kings. 
Mie ! where the British youth, engaged no more 
At Fig's, at White's, with felons, or a whore, 
Vi\\- thi'ir last duly to the Court, and come 
A 1 1 fresh and fragrant to the drawing room ; 215 



No, no; thou which since yesterday hast been 
Almost about the whole world, hast thou seen, 
O Sun ! in all thy journey, vanity 
Such as swells the bladder of our Court ? I 
1'hink he which made your waxen garden, and 
Transported it from Italy, to str.nd 
With us at London, flouts our courtiers ; for 
Just such giiy painted things, which no sap nor 
1' jstc have in them, ours are ; and natural 
^unie of the stocks are, their fruits bastard all. 
■Tis ten a'clock, and past ; all whom the mews, 
i^aioun, or tcnni?, diet, or the stews 
II;id nil the morning held, now the second 
Tnuc lU'd'U: ready, ih:it «.V.\v , in tlocks arc found 
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In hues as gay, and odours as divine. 
As the fair fields they sold to look so fine. 
That's velvet for a king I the flatt'rer swears ; 
'TJs true, for ten days hence 'twill be Xing Lear's. 
Our Court may justly to our stage give rules, 2 10 

That helps it both to fools'-<oats, and to fools. 
And why net players strut in courtiers' clothes ? 
For these are actors too as well as those : 
Wants reach all states; they beg but better drest. 
And all is splendid poverty at best. 22s 

Painted for sight, and essenc'd for the smell. 
Like frigates frought with spice and cochineal. 
Sail in the ladies : how each pirate eyes 
So weak a vessel, and so rich a prize i 



In the presence, and I, (God pardon me ! ) 
As fresh and bweet their apparels be, as be 
The fields they sold to buy them. For a king 
Those hose are, cry the flatterers ; and bring 
Them next week to the theatre to sell. 
Wants reach all states. Mc seems they do as well 
At stage as courts. All are players ; whoe'er looks 
(For themselves dare not go) o'er Cheapside books. 
Shall find their wardrobe's inventor>\ Now 
The ladies come. As pirates, which do know 
That there came weak ships fraught with cochineal. 
The men board them, and praise (as they think) weM 
Their beauties ; they the men's wits : both arc bought 
Why good wits ne'er wear scarlet gowns, I \.Vtf>^%V.\. 
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Top-gallant he, and she in all her trim, 230 

He boarding her, she striking sail to him. 
Dear Countess! you have charms aJI hearts to hit ! 
And, sweet Sir Fopling ! you have so much wit! 
Such wits and beauties are not prais'd for nought. 
For both the beauty and the wit are bought. 955 

'T would burst ev'n Heraclitus with the spleen 
To see those antics, Fopling and Courtin : 
The presence seems, with things so richly odd. 
The mosque of Mahound, or some queer pagod. 
See them survey their limbs by Durer*8 rules, 340 
Of all beau-kind the best-proportion'd fools I 
Adjust their clothes, and to confession draw 
Those venial sins, an atom, or a straw ; 
But oh ! what terrors must distract the soul 
Convicted of that mortal crime a hole ? 24 s 



This cause, these men, men's wit for speeches buy. 
And women buy all reds which scarlets dye. 
He cali'd her beauty lime-twigs, her hair net: 
She fears her drugs ill laid, her hair loose set. 
Wouldn't Heraclitus laugh to see Macrine 
From hat to shoe himself at door refine. 
As if the presence were a Mosque ; and lift 
His skirts and hose, and call his clothes to shrifr, 
Making them confess not only mortal 
Great stains and holes in them, but venial 
Fea hers and dust, wherewith they fornicate: 
And then by Durer's rules survey the state 
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Or should one pmind of powder less bespread 

Those monkey tails that wag behind their head ? 

Thus fioish'd^ and corrected (o a hair^ 

They march, to prate their hour before the fair. 

So first to preach a white-glov'd chaplain goes, 2 50 

With band of lily, and with cheek of rose. 

Sweeter than Sharon^ in immac'late trim. 

Neatness itself impertinent in him. 

hei but the ladies smile and they are blest : 

Prodigious! how the thiiigs protest, protest. 2 .- 5 

Peace, fools! or Gonson will for Papists seize you. 

If once be catch you at your Jesu ! Jesu 1 

Nature made ev'ry fop to plague his brother. 
Just as one beauty mortifies another. 



Of his each limb, and with strings the odds tries 
Of his neck to his leg, and waist to thighs. 
So in immaculate clothes, and symmetry 
Perfect as circles, with such nicety 
Asa young preacher at his first time goes 
To preach, he enters, and a lady, which owes 
Him not so much as good- will, he arrests. 
And unto her protests, protests, protests ; 
So much as at Rome would serve to have thrown 
Ten cardinals into the Inquisition ; 
And whispers by Jesu so oft, that a 
Pursuivant would have ravish'd him away 
Tor saying our Lady's psalter. But 'tis tit 
Tliat \}wy each other plague: they merit it. 
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But here's the captain that will plague them both. 
Whose air cries — arm ! whose very look's an oath. 261 
The captain's honest. Sirs, and that's enough, 
Tho' his soul's bullet, and his body bufT. 
He spits fore-right; his haughty chest before, 
Like batt'ring-rams, beats open ev'ry door ; 265 

And with a face as red, and as awry. 
As Herod's hang-dogs in old tapestry. 
Scarecrow to boys, the breeding woman's cursOy 
Has yet a strange ambition to look worse; 
Confounds the civil, keeps the rude in awe, 270 

Jests like a licens'd fool, commands like Law. 

Frighted I quit the room, but leave it so 
As men from gaols to execution go: 
For hung with deadly sins I see the wall. 
And lin'd with giants deadlier than 'em all : 275 

But here comes Glorious, that will plague them both. 

Who, in the other extreme, only doth 

Call a rough carelessness, good fashion ; 

Whose cloak his spurs tear, or whom he spits on. 

He carei not, he. His ill words do no harm 

To him ; he rushes in, as if— arm, arm! 

Ke meant to cry ; and tho* his face be as ill 

As theirs which in old hangings whip Christ, still 

He strives to look worse; he keeps all in awe; 

Jests like a licens'd fool, commands like Law. 

Tlr'd now, I leave this place, and but pleas'd so 

As m. n from gaols to execution go, 

Go thro* the great chamber, (why is it hung 

W/ih the ieven deadly sins ?) being among 
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Each man an Askapart^ of strength to tosa 

For quoits, both Temple-bar and Charing-cross. 

Scar'd at the grisly forms, I sweat, I fly. 

And shake all o'er, like a dircover'd spy. 279 

Courts are too much for wits so weak as mine : 
Charge them with Heav'n's artill'ry, bold diyine ! 
From such alone the great rebukes endure, 
Whose satire's sacred, and whose rage secure : 
'Tis mine to wash a few light stains, but theirs 
To deluge sin, and drown a court in tears. 285 

Howe'er, what's now apocrypha, my wit. 
In time to come, may pass for holy writ. 278 



Those Askaparts, men big enough to throw 
Charing-cross for a bar, men that do know 
No token of worth, but Queen's man, and fine 
Living barrels of beef, fiaggons of wine. 
I shook like a spied spy. Preachers ! which are 
Seas of wit and arts, you can, then dare. 
Drown the sins of this place ; but as for me. 
Which am but a scant brook, enough shall be 
To wash the stains away. Altho* I yet 
(With Maccabee's modesty) the known merit 
Of my work lessen, yet some wise men shall, 
I hope, esteem my writs canonical, ' 



Rij 



EPILOGUE TO THE SATIRES. 
IN TWO DIALOGUES. 
[Written in the year 1738.3 

DIALOGUE I. 

^' Not twice a twelvemonth you appear in print 
And when it comesj the Court see nothing in't. 
You grow correct, that once with rapture writ. 
And are, besides, too moral for a wit. 
Decay of parts, alas ! we all must feel — 
Why now, this moment, don't I see you steal ? 
*Tis all from Horace; Horace long before ye 
Said " Tories call'd him Whig, and Whigs a Toi 
And taught his Romans, in much better metre, 
** To laugh at fools who put their trust in Peter.' 

But Horace, Sir, was delicate, was nice. 
Bubo observes— he lash'd no sort of vice, 
Horace would say. Sir Billy scrv*d the Crown, 
Blunt could do business, Higgins knew the Towi 
In Sappho touch the failings of the sex. 
In rev 'rend bishops note some small neglects. 
And own the Spaniard did a waggish thing, 
Who cropt our ears, and sent them to the King. 
His sly, polite, insinuating style 
Could please at Court, and make Augustus em il< 
An artfut manager, that crept between 
His friend and shame, and was a kind of screen. 
But, 'faith, your very friends will soon be sore ; 
ratriots there are who wish you'd jest no more— 
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And where'8 the glory? 'twill be only thought 25 
The great men never ofier'd you a groat. 
Co see Sir Robert— 

P. See SirHobertl — hum — 
And never laugh — for all my life to come ? 
Seen him I have ; but in his happier hour 
Of social pleasure, ill-exchang'd for power ; 30 

Seen him, uncumber'd with a venal tribe. 
Smile without art, and win without a bribe. 
Would he oblige me ? let me only find. 
He does not think me what he thinks mankind. 
Come, come, at all I laugh he laughs, no doubt ; 35 
The only diffrence is — I dare laugh out. 

F. Why, yes : with Scripture still you may be free ; 
A horse-laugh, if you please, at honesty; 
A joke on Jekyll, or some odd old Whig, 
Who never chang'd his principle or wig. 40 

A patriot is a fool in ev'ry age. 
Whom all lord chamberlains allow the stage : 
These nothing hurts; they keep their fashion still. 
And wear their strange old virtue as they will. 

If any ask you, " Who's the man §0 near 45 

** His prince, that writes in verse, and has his ear?"; 
Why answer, Jl,yttleton, and I'll engage 
The worthy youth shall ne'er be in a rage ; 
But were his verses vile, his whisper base. 
You'd quickly find him in Lord Fanny's case. 50 
Sejanus, Wolse}', hurt not honest Fleury, 
^ut well m^y put some ;itatesmen ip a fury. 
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Laugh then at any, but at fools or foes; 
These you but angor, c'lnd you mend not those. 
Laugh at your friends, and if your friends ^re sore. 
So much the better, you may laugh the more. 56 

To vice and folly to confine the jest 
Sets half the world, God knows, against the rest. 
Did not the sneer of more impartial men 
At sense and virtue, balance all agcn. do 

Judicious wits spread wide the ridicule, 
And charitably comfort knave and fool. 

P. Dear Sir, forgive the prejudice of youth : 
Adieu distinction, satire, warmth, and truth! 
Ccme, harmless characters that no one hit ; 6j| 

Come, Hen!ey*s oratory, Osborne's wit ! 
The honey dropping from Favonio's tongue. 
The flow'rs of Bubo, and the flow of Young ! 
The gracious dew of pulpit eloquence. 
And all the well-whipt cre.im of courtly sense ! 70 
The first was H — vy's, F — 's next, and then 
The S — te's, and then H — vy's once agen. 
O come* that cisy Ciceronian style. 
So Latin, yet so English all the while. 
As, tho' the pride of Middletoh and Bland, 75 

All boys may read, and girls may understand f 
Then mi^ht I sing without the least offence, 
And all I sung should be the nation's sense; 
Or teach the melancholy Muse to mourn, 
l\.\\:\l the s.id vcr<e on Carolina's urn, 80 

And hail htr passage to tl.c realms of rest, 
AIJ /urts perfuim'd. and all her children blest ! 
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— Satire is no ntore — I feel it die— • 

Jo Gazetteer more innocent than I— - 

ind let, a God'8 name ! ev'ry fool and knave 85 

le grac'ii thro' life, and flatter'd in his grave. 

F. Why so ? if Satire knows its time and place, 
fou still may lat^h the greatest — in dlagnce: 
'or merit will by turns forsake them all ; 
Vbuld you know when ? exactly when they fall. ' 90 
lut let all satire in all changes spare 
mmortal S — k, and grave De- ~rs. 
ilent and soft, as saints remov'd to hetv'n, 
Lll ties dis^iolv'd, and ev'ry sin forgiv'n, 
"hesc may some gentle ministerial wing 95 

Leceive, and place for ever near a king ! 
"here, whereno passion, pride, or shame, trans{>ort, 
.uli'd \vith the sweet nepenthe of a court, 
'here, where no father's, brother's, friend's, d!5grc^:e 
)ncc break fheir rest, or stir them from their place? ; 
• ut past the sense of human miseries, 101 

.11 tears are wip'd forever trom all eyes; 
To cheek is known to blush, no heart to throb, 
ave whi n 'hey lowr a question, or a job. fglorv, 

P. Good Hea\^n forbid, <hat I should blast their 
Vho know how like Whig ministers to Tor>', 106 
nd when three 90V*reigns dy'd, couM siarce be vext, 
onsid'ring what a gracious prince was next. 
[dve I, in silent wonder, seen such things 
s pride in slaves, and avarice in hings ? i jc 

nd at a peer, or peeress, shall I fret, 
riio siar\'es a sister, or forswears »^«ib\> 



!i 
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Virtue, I grant you, is an empty boast; 

But shall the dignity of vice be lost? 

Ye Gods! shall Gibber's son, without rebuke. 

Swear like a lord, or Rich outwhore a duke ? 

A fav' rite's porter, with his master vie. 

Be brib'd as often, and as often lie ? 

Shall Ward draw contracts with a statesman's sk 

Or J^phet pocket, like his Grace, a will ? 

It is for Bond or Peter (paltry things) 

To pay their debts, or keep tbeir faith, like kings 

If Blount, dispatched himself, be play'd the man. 

And so may'st thou, illustrious Passeran! 

But shall a printer, weary of his life. 

Learn from their books to hang himself and wife 

This, this, my friend, I cannot, must not, bear; 

Vice thus abus'd, demands a nation's care ; 

This calls the church to deprecate our sin. 

And hurls the thunder of the laws on gin. 

Let modest Foster, if he will, excel 
Ten metropolitans in preaching well; 
A simple Quaker, or a Quaker's wife. 
Outdo Landafife in doctrine — yea in life ; 
Let humble Allen, with an awkward shame. 
Do good by stealth, and blush to find it fame. 
Virtue may chuse the high or low degree, 
'Tisjust alike to Virtue, and to me; 
Dwell in a monk, or light upon a king. 
She's still the t>ame belov'd contented thing* 
Vice is undone, if she forgets her birth, . 
And stoops from angels to the dregs of earth. 
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But 'tis the fall degrades her to a whore ; 

Let greatnes-) owd her, and she's mean no more : 

Her birth, her beauty, crowds and courts confers, 143 

Chaste marrons praise her, and grave bishops ble.-s ; 

In golden chains the willing u orld she draws, 

Aiid her's the gospel is, and her's the laws ; 

Mounts the tribunal, lifts her scarlet head, 

And sees pale Virtue carted in her stead. 1 5c 

Lo I at the wheels of her triumphal car 

Old England's Genius, rough with many a scar, 

Dragg'd in the dust ! hi^ arms hang idly round. 

His flag inverted trails along the ground I 

Our youth, all liv'ry'd o'er with foreign gold, 155 

Before her ddiice ; behind her crawl the old 1 

See thronging millions to the pagod run. 

And offer co jntry, parent, wife, or son I 

Hear her black trumpet thro' the land proclaim. 

That not to be corrupted is the shame. i^c 

In soldier, churchman, patriot, man in pow'r, 

*Tis a\ 'rice all, ambition is no more I 

See, all our nobles begging to be slaves 1 

See, all our fools aspiring to be knaves! 

The wit of cheats, th<; courage of a whore, 163 

Are what ten thousand en\7 and adore : 

All, all look up, with reverential awe. 

At crimes th.it 'scape, or triumph oVr the law : 

While truth, worth, wisdom, daily they decry— 

** Nothing is sacred now but villany." 170 

Yet may this verse (if such a \erse remain', 
Sho.\ theie was cue who held it in disd&ia. 

yUume J J J. S 
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r/Tisillalibal— Paxioii, Sir, wili say. 

f. N'oi yet, inyiFtiend; to-morrow, 'faith it 
And for thai vary cause I print lo-dsy. [may ; 
}lo\v (hsuld 1 fiel to injn};Je cv'ry line 
III rev'rence to the sons of Thitty-nine I 
Vice with such giant strides conieii on amain, 
li^vemion strives (0 be before in vain; 
Keisn uhat I wili, and paint it e'er » slroof. 
Some rising genius sins up u> my song. 

I-". Yet none but yeu by name the guilty lash ; 
Kv'n Gulhry saves half Newgale by a daih. 
Sparc then ibc persuti, and expose the vice. 

P. How, Sir ! not damn Iho tiharper, but the dice 
Come on then. Satire I gi^n'r.il, unconKn'd, 
Spread ihy broad uing, and souse on all the kind. 

\\ r.'Vren.l AlheislB. F. S.M'idal ! name thorn, nh. 

P. Wliy that's the thing yoy bid me iinl (« do. 
Wlio Marv'd a sister, who for.-wore a<ld>l, 
I ncier nani'd; the Town'i' inquiring yet. 
The poii'ning d«me — F. Vuu mean— 1*. I don't. — 
F. You do. 

P. Sep, now 1 keep the scfrct, and iintyoul 
The bribiiicMJlesman — P. Hold, too high you go. 

1'. rtifb.-ib'd ■■li:ct-ir--l .i'iit.-i^vuuitcpp loolo' 
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P. I fain would please you if I knew with what ; 
Tell me which knave is lawful game, which not £'27 
Must great offenders, once escap'd the Crown, 
Like royal harts, be never more run down ? 
Admit }'our law to spare the knight requires, 30 
As beasts of nature may we hunt the squires ? 
Suppbse I censure — you know what I mean- 
To save a Bishop may I name a Dean ? 

F. A dean. Sir ? no: his fortune is not made ; 
You hurt a man thnt's rising in tlie trade. 35 

p. If not the tradesman who set up to-day. 
Much less the 'prentice who to-morrow may. 
Down, Down, proud Satire! tho' a realm be spcil'd. 
Arraign no mightier thief than wretched Wild ; 
Or, if a court or country's made a job, 40 

Co drench a pickpocket, and join the mob. 

But, Sir, I beg you (for tlie love of vice !) 
The matter's weighty, pray consider twice : 
Have you less pity for the needy cheat. 
The poor and friendless villain, than the great ? 45 
Alas! the small discredit of a bribe 
Srarce hurts the lawyer, b Jt undoes the scribe. 
Then better sure it charity becomes 
To tax directors, who (thank God!) have plums ; 
Still better ministers, cr if the thing 50 

May pinch ev'n there — Why, lay it on a king, 

F. Stop ! stop 1 ' 

P. Must Satire tlien nor rise nor fall ? 

Speak out^ and bid me blame no rocues tlX vM, 

i5 ii 
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F. Yes, strike that Wild, I'll justify the blow. 55 
P. Strike ? why the man was hang'd ten years ago; 

Who now that obsolete example fears ? 

Ev'n Peter trembles only for his ears. . 

• F. What, always Peter ? Peter thinks you mad; 
You make men desp'rate, if they once are bad : 60 
Else might he take to virtue some years hence — 

P. As S — k, if he lives, \\ ill lore ih? prince. 
F. Strange spleen to S — kl 

* P. Do I wrong the man f 

God knows, I praise a courtier where I can. 65 

When I confess, there is who feels for fame. 
And melts to goodness, need I Scarb'row name ? 
Pleas'd let me own, in E:.hcr's peaceful grove, 
^ Where Kent and Nature vie for Pclham's love) • 
The scene, the master, op'ning to my view, 70 

I ait and dream I see my Craggs anew ! 

Ev'n in a bishop I can spy desert ; 
Seeker is decent, Rundel has a heart ; 
Planners with candour are to Benson giv'n. 
To Berkley ev'ry virtue under heaven. 75 

But does the Court a worthy man remove ? 
That instant, I declare, he has my love: 
I shun his zenith, court his mild decline; 
>Th.u'. Somers once, and Halifax, were mine. 
Oft in the clear, still mirror of retreat, 80 

I study'd Shrewsbury, the wise and great; 
Carleton's calm sense and Stanhop^^'s noble flame, 
Compar'd, and knew their gen'rcus end the same : 
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How pleasinf^ Attcrbury's softer hour! 

How shftf d the soul, unconquer'd, in ths Tcw'r ! 

How can I PuU'ney, Chesterfield, forget, 85 

While Romati spirit charms, and Attic wit I 

Argylc, the state's whole tliun'Wr born to wield. 

And shake alike the senate and the field : 

Or Wyndham, just to freedom and the throne. 

The master of our passions and his own. 90 

Names which I long have lov'd, nor lov'd in vain, 

Hank'd with their friends, not numbered with their 

And if yet higher the proud list should end, ["train : 

Still let me say, no folTwcr, but a friend. 95 

Yet think not friendship only prompts my lay^ ; 
I follow Virtue ; where she shines, I praise : 
Point she to priest or elder. Whig or Tory, 
Or round a Quaker's beaver cast a glor}'. 
I never (to my sorrow I declare) 100 

Din'd with the Man of Ros^, cr my Lord May'r. 
Some, in their choice of friends (nay, look nor grave) 
Have still a secret bias to a knave: 
To find an honest man I beat about. 
And love him, conrt him. praise him, in or out. 

F. Then why so few commended ? ic^^i 

P. Not so fierce ; 
Find you the virtue, and 1*11 find the verse. 
But random praise — tlie task can ne'er be done ; 
Each mother asks it for her boohv son, i : i 

Each widow asks it for the best of men, 
For him she weep?, for him s!ie w>:di agen. 
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Praise cannot stoop, like Satire, to the ground ; 
The number may be hang'd, but not be crown*d. 
Enou^^h for half the greatest of these days 1 15 

To 'scape my censure, not expect my praise. 
Are they not rich ? what more can they pretend ? 
ly.ire they to hope a poet for their friend .■* 
What Richlieu wanted, I^ouis scarce could gain. 
And what young Ammon vvi.^hM, but wish'd in vain. 
No pow'r the Muse's friendship can command; 
No pow'r, when Virtue claims it, can withstand. 
To Cato, Virgil paid one honest line; 12 J 

let my country's friends illumine mine! 

— What are you thinking? F. Faith the thought's no 

1 think your frie:id5 are out, and would be in. tsiu, 
P. if merely to come in, Sir, they go out. 

The way they take it strangely round about 
F. They too may be corrupted, you'll allow? 
P. I only call those knaves who are so now. 130 

Is that too little ? come then, I'll comply— 

Spirit of Arnall ! aid me while I lie. 

Cobham's a coward, Polwarth is a slave. 

And Lyttleton a dark, designing knave, 

St. John has ever been a wealthy fool — 135 

liut let me ad.l. Sir Robert's mighty dull. 

Has never made a friend in private life. 

And wa^, besides, a tyrant to his wife. 
But pray, when others praise him do I blame ? 

(-ail Verres, Wolsey, any odious name? 140 

Why rail they then if but a wreath of mine, 

Vh alI-4ccomplish'd St. John I deck thy shrice ? 
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What ! shall each spur-gall'd hackney of the day. 
When Paxton gives him double pots and pay, 
Or each new-pen&ion'd sycophant pretend 145 

To break my windows, if I treat a friend ; 
Then wisely plead to me they meant no hurt. 
But 'twas my guest at whom they threw the dirt ? 
$ure if I spare the minister, no rules 
Of honour bind me not to maul his tools ; 1 50 

Sure, if they cannot cut, it may be said. 
His saws are toothless, and his hatchets lead. 

It anger'd Turenne, once upon a day. 
To see a footman kick'd that took his pay ; 
But when he heard th* affront the fellow gave, 155 
Knew one a man of honour, one a knave^ 
The prudent gcn'ral turn'd it to a jest. 
And begg'd he'd take the pains to kick the rest ; 
Which not at present having time to do — 1 59 

F. Hold, Sir! for God's sake; whore's th* affront to 
Against your Worship when had S — k writ:* [you i 
Or P — ge pour'd forth the torrent of his wit ? 
Or grant the bvird whose distich all commend 
(In pow'r a servant, out of pow'r a friend) 
To W— le guilty of some venial sin, 165 

What's that to you, who ne'er was out nor in ? 

The priest whose flattery bedropp'd the crown 
How hurt he you ? he only stain'd the gown. 
And how did, pray, the florrid youth offend, 169 

Who^e spet'ch you took, and gave it to a friend ? 

P. Fai;h, it imports not much from whom it came; 
Whoever borrow'd, could not be to blame, 
Si;;ce the whclvH^usc d;d alter waidri iVvt Vd.mt. 
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Let courtly wits to wits afford supply. 

As hog to hog in huts of Westphaly : 

If one, thro' Nature*s bounty, or his lord's, 

Has what the frugal dirty soil affords, 

From him the next receives it, thick or thin, 

As pure a mess almost as it came in ; 

The blessed benefit, not there confin'd. 

Drops to the third, who nuzzles close behind ; 

From tail to mouth, they feed and they carouse ; 

The last full fairly gives it to the House. 

F. This filthy simile, this beastly line. 
Quite turns my stomach — P. So does flatt'ry mi 
And all your courtly civet-cats can vent. 
Perfume to you, to me is excrement. 
But hear me further — Japhet, 'tis agreed. 
Writ not, and Chartres scarce could write or reac 
In all the courts of Pi ndus guiltless quite; 
But pens can forge, my friend, that cannot write 
And must no tgg in Japliet's face be thrown. 
Because the deed he forg'd was not my own ? 
Must ne\'er patriot then declaim at gin 
Unless, good man ! he has been fairly in ? 
No zealous pastor blame a iniiing spouse. 
Without a staring reason on his brows ? 
And each blasphemer quite escape the rod, 
Because the insult's not on man, but God ? 

Ask you what provocation F have had i 
The strong antipathy of good to bad. 
When truth or virtue an afiront endures, 
Til* affront is mine, my friend, and should be you 
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Mine as a foe professed to false pretence, 

Who think a coxcomb's honour iike his sense; 20; 

Mine as a friend to ev'ry worthy mind ; 

And mine as man, who feel for all mankind. 

F. You're strangely proud. 

P. So proud, I am no slave ; 
So impudent, I own myself no knave; 210 

So odd, my country's ruin makes me grave. 
Yes, I am proud : I must be proud to see 
Men not afraid of God, afraid of me ; 
Safe from the bar, the pulpit, and the throne^ 
Yet touch'd and sham'd by ridicule alone. 2 7 5 

O saci^ weapon ! left for truth' sdefence. 
Sole dread of folly, vice, and insolence! 
To all but heav*n-directed hands deny'd. 
The Muse may give thee, but the gods must guide : 
•Reverent I touch thee ! but with honest zeal, 220 

To rouse the watchman of the public weal. 
To Virtue's work provoke the tardy hall. 
And goad the prelate slumb'ring in his stall. 
Ye tinsel insects I whom a court maintains, 
•That counts your beauties only by your stains, 225 
Spin all your cobwebs o'er the eye of day. 
The Muse's wing shall brush you all away : 
All his Grace preaches, all his Lordship sings. 
All that makes saints of queens, and gods of kings; 
All, all but truth, drops dead-born from the press. 
Like the last Gazette, or the last Address. 231 

When black Ambition stains a public cause, 
A monarch 'b sword when mad Vain-gloi'^ iickwi* 



~ l^Dl Wiiller'a wreath can hide the nillon'c 

Kot Boileiu turn the teHUa ta b star. 

Nni so n-lien diruJcin'il iviih rays itiiiiie, 
ToiKh'd wiiti lite Hjok ihBi bruks ftati 

Her priestess Muse Tirbiiji llicj^od to die. 
And oyn llie temple (T Eteriiity. 
Thcreoiher tiopliiiiidech The iruly brave 
Than suchas ArKtiicuu into Itiegiav*; 
Far oilier si.irs then • and "• wtar. 
And may deirciid ta MuiJInston ft«n SUfi 
(RurhasonUouiiih'iuiisullT'dnilitojhints 
Or beam, good Uifbri. ftuni a h«an'lllie Ibl 
l,el linvjF liowl, while hfM'n'i wbol^ ch«n[ 
And hurk al hanour n*t coBtn'd bv klngl i- 
Let Flaii'iy, Uck'niiiR, see ihe inceiim Hie; 
Sn-eei ta ihe world, and (traiefu! lo llif ikiei 
Truth guanU iht pof t, aanciilin Hie Hue, < 
And mnkrf immartal, vtrsc,)^ menaas mil 

Vf;, the iwt pen for fiwdom lei mpdrairf 
Wht^n truth stands ttembli ng oi> the edge i 
Ilcrr, last ofBriluusl let your namn be ti 
Ate none, none tivin?; lei mo pr«is€iti«d« 
And for thuliauie whirh made jour r«iheti 
Kail by ihcvalEl^tliarilcgcn'l'jitc lit 

F. Alas! "Im! pray end what you I 
And write iiexl wiiiler mgre Eu^ye uj 
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EPIRTLE I. 

To R:hef!, Earl rf Oxford, and Lord Mortimer.* 

rcH were the notes thy once lovM poet siinjf 
'ill death, untimely, stopp'd his tuneful tonjue. 
>h, juit hcheld and lust ! admir'd and mcurn'd! 
Vitii softest manners, gentlest arts, adom'd! 
lesb'd in each science ! bless'd in ev*ry strain! 5 
)ear to the Muse ! to Harley dear — in vain 1 

For him thou eft* hast bid the world attend^ 
ond to forget the st.itesman in the friend; 
'or Swift and himdespis'd the farce of state^ 
'he S( ber follies of the wise and great ; ^ to 

)ext'rous the craving, fawning, crowd to quit, 
ikUd pltM^'d to 'scape from flattery to wit. 

Absent or f!ci;d, still let a friend be dear, 
A ^i.^ll the ab^ent claims, the de::d a tear) 
lecali tho^^e nights that clos'd thy toilsome days, 15 
ti!i hear thy Parnell in his living lays, 
V'ho, careless now of ini'rest, fame, or fate, 
'erhaps forgets tliat Oxford ere was great ; 
)r tlfcmiiig meanest, what we greatest call, 
^-hcid^ :hce glorious only in thy fall. 20 

And sure if aught below the scats divine, 
'an touch immortals, 'tis a soul like thine ; 

•Sent to the Karl of Oxford, w-tli Dr. Parncirs Po- 
•.ri", p'.:!">l siuii l»v our author a:ttr t!u' s.i'.ti Karl's im- 
ri-i>mmnt in the Towef, and rclrtat into tUv couii- 

v, in tliv vv«r 17?. 1. 
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A soul supreme, in eachliard instance try 'd. 
Above all pain, all passion, and all pride^ 
The TAge of pow'r, the blast of public breath. 
The Kist of lucre, and the dread of death. 
In vain to dcsarts thy retreat is made. 
The Muse attends thee to thy silent shade : 
'Tis her's the brave man*s latest steps to trace, 
riejudge his acts, and dignify disgrace. 
When Im'rest calls oft'all her sneaking train. 
And all tli' oblig'd desert, and all the vain. 
She waits, or to the scaffold, or the cell. 
When the last ling'ring friend has bid farewell. 
Ev'n now she shades thy ev'ning walk with bays; 
(No hireling she, no prostitute to praise) 
Kv'n now, observant of the parting ray, 
Kyes the calm sunset of thy various day; 
Thro' Fortune's cloud one truly great can see. 
Nor fears to tell that Mortimer is he. 

EPISTLE II. 
To James Craggs, Esq, Secretary of State, 1 720. 

A SOUL as full of worth as void of pride, 
Which nothing seeks to shew, or needs to hide. 
Which nor to guilt nor fear its caution owes. 
And boasts a warmth that from no passion flows. 
A face untaught to feign; a judging eye, 
That darts severe upon a rising Mq, 
A;id strikes a blush thro' fronilcsi flattery. 
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•All this thou wert; and being this beforr, 

Knotir, kings nYnd fortune cannot muke thee more. 

Then scorn to gn i n a friend by ^erv i 1 e ways, i o 

Nor wish :o lose a foe these virtues raise ; 

But candid, firee, sincere, as you began. 

Proceed — a minister, but still a man. 

Be not (exalted to whatever deSi>e) 

Asham'd of any friend, not e'en of me : 1 5 

The patriot's plain, but untrod, path pur^iip: 

If not,- 'tis I must be asham*d of you. 

EPISTLE III. 
To Mr* Jirvas, zvitb Mr, Dryden't Translation cf Fresr.oy'.f 

Art of Painting,^ 
This verse be thine, my Friend ! nor thou ref'L-e 

This from no venal or ungrateful Muse. 
Whether thy hand strike out sjme free design. 
Where life awakes, and dawns at ev'ry line; 
Or blend in beauteous tints the colour'd masi, 5 

And from the canvas call the mimic face : 
Read these instructive leaves, m which conspire 
Fresnoy's close art, and Dryden's native fire; 
And reading wisli, like theirs, our fate and fame. 
So mix'd our studies, and so join'd our name ; 10 

Like them to shine thro' long succeeding age, 
Sajust thy skill, so regular my rage. 
Smit with the love of >>i:?ter arts we came, 

■ 

And met congenial, miitgling tiame with ilame; 

♦This Epistl-, and the two lollowinK;, were written 
Som<r ycais bjioic ih;; rest, and or.g.nddly pnnud >.n 

yoiume HI. 1 
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hike friendly colours found them both uni'.e, 15 

And each from each contract i;evv' strength and light. 
How* oft' in pleasing tasks we wear the day. 
While summerVsuns roll unperceiv'd away { 
How oft' our slowly-growing works impart, 
While images reflect from art :o art ! 20 

How oft' revic.v, e; k\i finding, liiic a friend. 
Something to blame, and something to commend! 

What flait'riiig scenes ourwand*ringf<incy wrought^ 
Rome's pompous glories rising to our thought ! 
Together o'er the Alps, methinks we fly, 25 

Fir'd with ideas of fair Italy. 
With thee on Raphael's monument I mourn. 
Or wait inspiring dreams at Maro's urn: 
With thee repose, were Tully once was laid. 
Or seek some ruin's formidable shade. ^« 

While Fancy brings the vanish'd piles to view. 
And builds imaginary Rome a-new : 
Here thy well-studied marbles fix our eye. 
And fading fresco here demands a sigh: 
Each heav'nly piece, un weary 'd, we compare ; 35 
Match Raphael's grace with thy lov'd Guido's air ; 
Caracci's strength ; Corregio's softer line ; 
Paulo's free stroke, and Titian's warmth divine. 

Howfinish'd with illustrious toil, appears 
This small, well-polishd gem, the work of years*'! 
Yet stil! how faint by precept is exprest ^i 

TIiL* living imajo in the painter's breast ? 

♦J-'rcsnoy employed above 20 years in finishirg hij 
Pceni. 
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Thence endless streams of fair ideas flow, 
Strike in the sketch, or in the picture glow ; 
I'hence Beauty, waking all her forms, supplies 45 
An Angel's sweetness, or Bridge water's eyes. 

M use ! at that name thy sacred sorrow shed. 
Those tears eternal that embalm the dead ; 
Call round her tomb each object of desire. 
Each purer frame inform'd with purer fire; 50 

Bid her be all that cheers or softens life. 
The tender sister, daughter, friend, and wife; 
Bid her be aM that makes mankind adore. 
Then view this marble, and be vain no more ! 

Yet still her charms in breathing paint engage, 55 
Her modest cheek shall warm a future age. 
Beauty, frail flower I that ev'ry season fears. 
Blooms in thy colours for a thousand years. 
Thus Chur. hill's race shall other hearts surpri::C, 
And other beauties e:\vv Worsley's eyes; 60 

Each pleasing Blount sjiall endless smiles bestow^ 
And soft Belinda's blush forever glow. 

Oh ! lasting as those colours may they shine! 
Free as thy stroke, yet faultless as thy line; 
New graces yearly lil:e thy works display, 65 

Soft without weakness, wi'hout glaring gay; 
Led by some rule that guides, but not constrains. 
And finish'd more thro' happiness thiin pains : 
The kindred arts shall in their praise conspire. 
One dip the pencil, and one string the lyre. 70 

Yet should the Graces all thy figures place. 
And breathe a:i air divine on ev'ry face ; 

TVj 
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Yet should the Muies bid my numbers rollf 
Strong as their charms, and gentle as their soul; 
With Zeuxis' Helen thy Bridgewater vie^ 
And these be sung till Granville's Myra die : 
Alas ! how little from the grdxe we claim ! 
Thou but prescrv'sta face, and I a name. 

EPISTLE IV. 

To Miss Blount, with the worlts of Voiture, 1 71 7. 
In these gay thoughts the Loves and Graces shine. 

And all the writer lives in ev'ry line ; 

His easy art may happy nature seem; 

Trifles themselves are elegant in him. 

Sure to charm all was his peculiar fate. 

Who, without flatt'ry, pleas'd the fair and great; 

Still with esteem no less convers'd than read; 

With wit well-natur'd, and with books well-bred; 

His heart, his mistress and his friend did share. 

His time, the Muse, the witty and the fair. 

Thus wisely careless, innocently gay. 

Cheerful he play'd the trifle, life, away; 

Till Fate, scarce felt, his gentle breath supprest. 

As smiling infants sport themselves to rest. 

Ev'n rival wits did Voiture's death deplore. 

And the gay mourn 'd, who never mourn'd before ; 

The truest hearts for Voiture heav'd with siglis ; 

Voiture was wept by ail the brightest eyes : 

The Smiles and Loves had dy*d in Voxturc's death, 

liut that for ever in his lines they breathe. 
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Let the strict life of graver mortals be 
A long, exact, and serious comedy ; 
In ev'ry acene some moral let it teach. 
And, if it can, at once both please and preach : 
Let mine, an innocent gay farce appear, 25 

And more diverting still than regular ; 
Have humour, wit, a native ease and grace, 
Tho* not too strictly bound to time And place. 
Critics in wit, or life, art hard to please ; 
Few write to those, and none can live to these. 30 

Too much your sex is by their forms coniin'd. 
Severe to all, but most to womankind; 
Custom, grown blind with age, must be your guide; 
Your pleasure is a vice, but not yout pride; 
By nature yielding, stubborn but for fame, 35 

Made slaves by honour, and made fools by shame. 
Marriage may all those petty tyrants chase. 
But sets up one, a greater, in his place : 
\\>n might you wish for change by those accurst ; 
But the last tyrant ever proves the worst. 40 

StilJ in constraint your suft'ring sex remains. 
Or bound in formal or in real chains : 
Whole years neglected, for some nwnths adoT*d, 
The fawning servant turns a liaiighty lord. 
Ah ! quit not the free innocence of life, 45 

For the dull glory of a virtuous wife; 
Nor Jet felse shews, nor empty titles please : 
Aim not at joy, but rest content with ease. 

The gods, to curse Pamela with her pray'rs. 
Gave the gill coach and dappied Flander? mar«i5» 

T v\> 
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The shining robes, rich jewels, beds of state, 
, And, to complefe her bliss, a fool for mate. 
She glares in balls, front-boxes, and the ring^ 
A vain, unquiet, glitt'ring, wretched thinsf ! 
Pride, pomp, and state, but reach her outward part ; 
S!ie siglis, and is no duchess at her heart. 56 

But, Madam, if the Fates withstand, and you 
Are destin*d Hymen's willing victim too. 
Trust not too much your now resistless charms, 
.I'hooe, age or sickness, soon or late disarms; 60 

Good humour only teaches charms to last. 
Still makes new conquests, and maintains the past. 
Love, rais'd on beauty, will like that decay ; 
Our hearts may bear its slender chain a day. 
As flow'ry bands in wantonness are worn, 65 

A morning's pleasure, and at ev'ning torn ; 
This binds in ties more easy, yet more strong. 
The willing heart, and only holds it long. 

Thus* Voiture's early care still shone the same, 
Aud Monthausier was only chang'd in name : 70 

By this ev'n now they live, ev'n now they charm. 
Their wit still sparkling, and their flames still warm. 

Now crown'd with myrtle on th' Klysian coast. 
Amid those lovers, joys his gentle ghost ; 
P.leas'd while with smiles his happy lines you view» 
And finds a fairer Kombouillet in you. 76 

The brightest eyes in France inspir'd his Muse; 
The brightest eyes of Britai;i now peruse; 
And dead, as living, 'tis our author's pride 
btill to charm those who charm the world beside. 
* Mademoist-iic Paul.t, 
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Ai some (ond virifiii, whom li»r motlifr's care 
Drae* f""" 'he Town lo who'tioine counlry ait, 
Jus) when she tf-irns (o tbA a milling eye. 
And h<irasparfc, yet thinfe no danger nigh; 
. Fram the dear man unwiiling She must sper, S 

^« lakes one ii^s hefote S>ie parts fiirs«r; 
Thus from the world (air Zepharini flew. 
Suvr othen hapnv, and with fighs withdrew; 
Vat llwl theirptea«t|r«ranrtf Mr di'conteni ; 

M<ft«(sbB w«nt. lo. 

id knaklng rooks: 

To mominrwUlNi wd fti)"n, tfirwhaon a-day ; 
To pan h«r dBie, 'tlrftt reading uid hdkij 1 5 

7-0 imat, iDd ipill hrf fotitiry 1h, 
Or o'er cold coIRe trtSe wUk • ipoen, 
.Count iM'doir elocli, ind ditia exicl M neltai ; 
ZKT«thc!r«y«jVtfthpictilrMin(beBrei ■ 
HinnhalffltKMi'HII'iMrJeiW'lhriqniR; ' 10 

Vp I* bcr go4fr gaMf afitr •er'n;- 
Tbere ti«rve and pray, for that's the wij to ben'n. 

Some squire, ptAtaft, yon tike iMtgfat to rark, 
Wb3KX*ne 11 Wbist, whose treat* tout in tack; 
Who visit* with ■ gnh, p^nmii 70U binb, ij 

Thca gives a tauilting VuHi awtciin— im words I 
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Or with his hounds comes hallooing from the stable. 
Makes love with nods, and knees beneath a table ; 
Whose laughs are hearty, tho' his jests are coarse. 
And loves you best of all things — but his horse. 30 

In some fair ev*ning, on your elbow laid. 
You dream of triumphs in the rural shade ; 
In pensive thought recall the fancy 'd scene. 
See corronatloDS rise on ev'ry green: 
Before you pass th' imaginary sights 3$ 

Of lords, and e«rlt, and dukes, and gartcr*d knights. 
While the spread fan o'ershades your closing eyes. 
Then give one flirt, and all the vision flies. 
Thus vanish sceptres, coronets, and balls. 
And leave you in lone woods, or empty walls ! 40 

So when your slave, at some dear idle time, 
(Not plagu'd with beadachs or the want of rhyme) 
Stands in the streets abstracted from the crew. 
And while he seems to study, thinks of you ; 
Just when his fancy points your sprightly eyes, 45 
Or sees the blush of soft Parthenia rise. 
Gay p.its my shoulder, and you vanish quite. 
Streets, chairs, and coxcombs, rush upon my sight : 
Vext to be still in Town, I knit my brow. 
Look sour, and hum a tune, as you may now. 50 

EPISTLE VI. 

To Mr. J:hn Moore ^ aulbor of the celebrated xverm- 

powder. 

How much, egregious Moore ! TiFC we 
VfceJy'd by shews and forms I 
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Whatc'er we thiiikj whatever we see. 
All human kind are worms. 

Man is a very ^orm by birth, 5 

Vile reptile, weak, and vain ! 
A while he crawls, upon the earthy 

Then shrinks to earth again. 

That woman is a worm we find. 

E'er since our grandame's evil ; :o 

She first convers'd with her own kind. 

That ancient worm the de^l. 

7hc learji'd themselves we bookworms naune. 

The blockhead is a slow-worm ; 
The nymph whose tail is til on flame, 1 5 

Is aptly teim'd a Glow-worm. 

The fops are painted butterflies. 

That flutter for a day ; 
First from a worm they take their rise. 

And in a worm decay. 20 

The flatterer an ear-wig grows : 

Thus worms suit all conditions ; 
Misers are muck-worms, si Ik- worms beaus. 

And death-watches physician^. 

That statesmen have the worm, is seen 25 

Ky all theii winding play : 
Their conscience is a worm within 

That gnaws th^m night and day. 
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Ah, Moore 1 thy skill were well employM, • 
And greater gain would rise, 3O 

If tliou couldst make the courtier void. 
The worm that never dies ! 

O learned friend of Abchurch-Iane, 

Who sett'st our entrails free ; 
Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 35 

Since worms shall eat ev'n thee. 

Our fate thou only canst adjourn 

Some few short years, no more I 
Ev'n Button's wits to worms shall turn. 

Who maggots were before. 40 

EPISTLii: VII. 

To Afrj. M. B. on her birtb-day. 

Oh ! be thou bless'd with al' that Heav'n can send* 

Long health, long youth, long pleasure, and a friend: 

Not with those toj's the female world admire. 

Riches that vex, and vanities that tire. 

With added years, if life bring nothing new, 5 

But like a sieve let ev'ry blessing ihro*. 

Seme joys still lost, as each vain year runs o'er. 

And all we gain some sad reflection more : 

Is that a birth-day ? 'ti^;, alas 1 too clear, 

'Tis but the fun'ral of the former year. lo 

Let joy or ease, let affluence or content. 
And the gay conscience cf a life well spent. 
Calm ev'ry thought, inspirit ev'ry grace, 
Glow in thy heart, and smile upon thy face. 
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Let day improve on day, and year on year, 1 5 

Without a pain^ a trouble, or a fear ; 

Till death, unfcit, that tender frarre destroy. 

In some soft dream, or ecstacy of joy. 

Peaceful sleep out the sabbath of the tomb, 

And wake to raptures in a life to come. 



20 
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To Mr, Thomas Sautbern^ on bis birib-day, 174.'- 

Resicn'd to live, prepar'd to die. 
With not one sin but poetry. 

This day Tom's fair account has run 

(Without a blot) to eighty-one. 

Kind Boyle, before his poet^ lays r 

A table, with a cloth of bays; 

And Ireland, mother of sweet singers^ 

Presents her harp still to his lingers. 

The feast his tow'ring genius marks 

In yonder wild-goose, and the Jarks ! 10 

The mushrooms shew his wit was sudden ! 

And for his judgment, lo, a pudden ! 

Koast beef^ tho' old, proclaims hiui klout. 

And grace, altho* a bard, devout. 

May Tom, whom Heav'n sent down to raise 1 -. 

The price of prologues and of plays. 

Be ev'ry birth-day more a winner, 

J3igeot his thirty-thousandth dinner ; 

Walk to his grave without rcproath. 

And scorn a rascal and a coach. 
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THE BASSET-TABLE. 

AN ECLOGUE. 

CAR DELI A, SMILINDA, LOVET. 

CARDELIA. 

Thf. Basset-table spread, the tallier come, 
Why stays Smilinda in the dressing-room ? 
Rise, pensive nymph i the tallier waits for you. 

SMI I . Ah, Madam ! since my Sharper is iintri 
I joylfss make my once ac'or'd Alpheu. 
I saw him stand behind Onibrelia's chair, 
And whisper with that soft deluding air. 
And those feign'd sijjhs which cheat the list 

CARD. Is this the cause of your romantic strai 
A mifihtier grief my heavy heart sustains; 
As vou by love, so I by fortune crost; 
One, one bad deal, three Septlevas have lost. 

SMIL. Is that the grief which you compare 
With ea^je the smiles of Fortune I resign : [n 
Would all my gold in or.e bad deal were gone, 
Were lovely Sharper mine, and mine alone. 

CAKP. A lover lost is but a common care. 
And prucient nymphs against that change prepaf 
Tfie knave of clubs thiice lost; oh! who could gi 
Tiilj fjtal sTol^e, this uiifjresecn diitiess ( 

SMIL. See Betty Lovet! very a-propos, 
S}j^ aU rhti i.SLrei of Jcve and play dees l^now r 
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Dear Betty shftll th* important pcw'nt decide ; 
Betty ! who oft' the pain of each has try *d ! 
Impartial, she shall say who suffers most^ 2 5 

By cards, ill usage> or by lovers lost. 

Lov. Tell, tell your griefs, attentive will I stay, 
Tho* time is precious, and I want some tea. 

CARD. Behold this equipage, by Mathers wroup^?it. 
With fifty guineas (a great penn'worth) bought. 30 
See on the toothpick Mars and Cupid strive. 
And both the struggling figures seem alive. 
Upon the bottom shines the Queen's bright face ; 
A myrtle foilage round the thimble-case. 
Jove, Jove himself does on the scissors shine, 35 

The metal and the workmanship, divine; 

sMii.. This snuff-box — once the pledge of Sharper's 
When rival beauties for the present strove ; [love. 
At Conicelli's he the rafHe won; 
Then first his passion was in public shown : 40 

Hazardia blush'd, then turn'd her head aside, 
A rival's envy (all in vain) to hide. 
This snuff-box — on the hinge see brilliants shine, 
This snuff-box will I stake ; the prize is mine. 

CARD. Alas ! far lesser losses than I bear 45 

Have made a soldier sigh, a lover swear. 
And, oh 1 what makes the disappointment hard, 
' Twas my own lord that drew the fatal card. 
In complaisance, 1 too.k the queen he gave ; 
Tho' my own secret wish was for the knave • » 50 
■J'hc knave won Sonica, which I had cho^e. 
And the next pull my Sept lev a I lose. 

fi-lume II J. X, 
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* s>TiL. But, ah! what aggravates the killing smai 

The cruel thought that stabs mc to the heart ; 

'; This cura'd Ontbretia, this undoing fair, 

T By whose vile arts this heavy grief I bear ; 

'' i>\u, at whose name 1 shed these spiteful tcars^ 

j; She owes to me the very charms she wears. 

<■'■ An awkward thing, when first she came to town, 

lier shape unfa-hion'd, and her face unknown : 

I She was my friend ; I taught her first to spread 

L'pon her sallow cliecks cniiv'ning red; 
I introduc'd her to the Park and plays. 
And by my int*rest Cozens made her stays. 
Ungrateful wretch I with mimic airs grown pert. 
She dares to steal my fav'rite lover's heart. 

CARD. Wretch that I was, how often have I swc 
\\ hen Winnall tallyM, I would punt no more ? 
1 know the bite, yet to my ruin run. 
And see the folly which 1 cannot bhun. 

SMIL. How many maids have Sharper's vows 
How many rurs'd the moment they believ'd ? [ceii 
Yet his known falsehoods could no warning provi 
Ah! what ii warning to a maid in love. 

c viiD. But of what marble must th<tt breast 
To gaze on Basset and remain unwarm'd ? [|fori 
When kings, queens, knaves, are set in decent rai 
Expos'd in glorious heaps the tempting bank> 
Guineas, half-guir.eas, all the shining train. 
The winner's pleasure, and the loser's pain : 
In bright confusion open rouleaus lie, 
Thoy strike the soul, and glitter in the eye. 
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FirVl by the sight, all reason I disdain, 
My passions rise, and will not bear the rain. 
Luok upon Basset, you who reason boast, S5 

And see if reason must not there be lost. 

SMIL. What more than marble must that heart 
Can hearken coldly to my Sharper's vows ? Tcompose, 
Then, when he trembles ! when his blushes lise ! 
When awful love seems melting in his eyes ! 93 

With eager beats his Mechlin cravat moves^ 
He loves — I whisper to myself, He loves ! 
Suih unfeign'd passion in his looks appears, 
I lose all raem'ry of my former fears ; 
My panting heart confesses all his charms, 95 

I yield at once, and sink into his arms. 
Think of that moment you who prudence boast ; 
For such a moment, prudence well were lost, 

CARD. At the Groom-porter's battcr'd bullies play. 
Some dukes at Marvbone bowl time awav ; 10? 

}3ut who the bowl, or rattling dice compares 
To Uassct's hcav'nly joys and pleasing cares? 

SMIL. Soft Simpticetta dotes upon a beau; 
Prudina likes a man, and laughs at shov.- : 
Their several graces in my Sharper meet, 105 

Strong as the footman, as the master sweet. 

Lov. Cease your contention, which lu^ bet*n too 
I f*row impatient, and the (e.i's too strong. Cl^ng; 
Attend, and yield to what I now decide; 
The equipage shall grace Smiliudu*s side; no 

The Snufl-box to Cardelia I decree. 
Now leave complaining, and begin your tea.. 
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VERBATIM FROM BOILEAU. 

Um jnr, dit uH auteur, tf r. 

Once (says an author, where I need not say) 
Two trav'llers found an oyster in their way : 
Both fierce, both hungry, the dispute grew strong," 
While, scale in hand, Dame Justice pass'd along. 
Before hief each with clamour pleads the laws, 5 

Explain'd the matter, and would win the cause. 
Dame Justice weighing long the doubtful right. 
Takes, opens, swallows it, before their sight. 
The cause of strife removed so rarely well. 
There take, (says Justice) take ye each a shell. zo 
We thrive at Westminster on fools like you; 
'Xwas a fat oyster— live in peace — Adieu. 

Answer to the following question of Mrs, How/, 

What is prud'ry ? 

'Tis a beldam. 
Seen with wit and beauty seldom. 
•Tis a fear that starts at shadows ; 
'Tis (no, 'tis n*t) like Miss Meadows. 
*Tis a virgin hard of feature, . 5 

Old, and void of all good nature ; 
Lean and fretful ; would seem wise. 
Yet plays the fool before she dies. 
* TiS an ugly envious shrew 
That rails at dear Lapell and ypu. 10 
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OccMonedby tame Virm rfbis Grace the Duke of 
BucHngbami 

^usE, *tis enough, at length thy labour ends. 
And thou shalt live, for Buckingham commendd. 
Let crowds of critics now my verse assail. 
Let Dennis write, and nameless numbers rail ; 4 

This more than pays whole years of thankless pain. 
Time, health, and fortune, are not lost in vain. 
Sheffield approves, consenting Phoebus bends. 
And I and Malice from this hour are friends. 8 

A Prdogue by Mr. Pope, to a play for Mr. Dennis's benefit, 
*** '733» wben be was old, blind, and in great distress, a 
Uule before his death. 

As when that hero, who in each campaign 

Hi5d brav*d the Goths, and many a Vandal slain. 

Lay Fortune-struck, a spectacle of wee ! 

Wept by each friend, forgiv'n by cv'ry foe; 

Was there a gen*rous, a reflecting mind, 5 

But pityM Bellisarius, old and blind ? 

Was there a chief but melted at the sight ? 

A common soldier, but whoclub'd his mite ? 

Such, such emotions should in Britons rise. 

When press'd by want and weakness, Dennis lies ; 

JDennis ! who long had warr'd with modern Huns, i ( 

Their quibbles routed, and defy'd their puns ; 

A desp'rate bulwark, sturdy, firm, and fierce. 

Against the Gothic sons of frozen verse : 
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How chang'd from him who made the boxes groan> 

And shook the stage with thunders all his own ! i6 

Stood up to dash each vnin yretender'* hope. 

Maul the French Tyrant, or pull down the Pope! 

If there's a Briton then, true bred and born. 

Who holds dragoons, and wooden shoes i:i scorn ; ao 

If there's a critic of distinguished rage ; 

If there's a senior, who contemns this age ; 

Let him to-night his just assistance lend. 

And be the critic's, Briton's, old man's, friend. 24 

MACER. 

A CHARACTER. 

^♦' }its simple Macer, now of high renown. 
Firs' sought a poet's fortune in the Town, 
'Tvvas all th' ambition his high soul could feel, 
To wear red stockings, and to dine with Sttelc : 
Some ends of verse his betters might afford, 5 

And gave the harnile:s fellow a good word. 
Set up with these he ventur'd on the Town, 
And with a borrow'd play, outdid poor Crown. 
There he stop'd short, nor since has writ a tittle. 
But has the wit to make the most of little ; 10 

Like stunted hide-bound trees, that just have $ot. 
Sufficient sap at once 'o bear and roL 
Now he begs verse, and what he gets commends. 
Not of the wits his foes, but fools his tricnds. 14 

So some coarse country-wench, almost decay 'd. 
Trudges to Town, and first turns chambermaid: 
Awkward and >upple each devoir to }».iy, 
SJjc' /J.iittfy JjtT^'ood latly tv\ ice a-day ; 
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Thought wond'rous honest, the* of mean degree. 
And strangely lik'd for her simplicity : 20 

In a translated suit then tries the Town, 
With borrow'd pins, and patches not her own ; 
But just endur'd the winter she began. 
And in four months a batter'd Harridan : 
Now nothing left, but wiiher'd, pale, and shrunk. 
To bawd for others, and go share with punk. 26 

Song, by a person cf quality. Written in the year X733. 

I. 
Flutt'ki^g spread thy purple pinions. 

Gentle Cupid! o'er my heart; 
J a slave in thy dominions : 

Nature must give way to Art 

II. 
Mild Arcadians, ever blooming, 5 

Nightly nodding o'er your flucks. 
See my weary days consuming. 

All beneath yon* flow*ry rocks. 

III. 
Thus the Cyprian goddess weeping, 

Mourn*ci Adonis, darling youth ! " 10 

Him the boar, in silence creeping, 

Gor'd with unrelenting tooth. 

IV. 
Cynthia ! tune harmonious numbers ; 

Fair Discretion ! string the lyre ; 
Sooth my ever-wakirg slumbers : 1 ^ 

iirijjhi Apollo ! lend ihy choir. 
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V. 

Gloomy Plutc! king of terrors, 

Arm'd in adamantine chains. 
Lead me to the crystal mirrors, 

Wat'ring soft Elysian plains. 

VI. 
Mournful Cypress, verdant Willow, 

Gilding my Aurelia's brows; 
Morpheus hov'ring o'er my pillow. 

Hear me pay my dying vows. 

VII. 
Melancholy smooth Maeander, 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flow'ry chaplets crown'd. 

VUL 
Thus wheh Philomela drooping, 

Softly seeks her silent mate, 
See the bird of Juno stooping ; 

Melody resigns to Fate. 

On a cer!a-n Lady at Co^r'. 
J know the thing that's most uncommon ; 

(Envy be silent and attend I) 
I know a reasonable Woman, 

Handsome and witiy, yet a friend. 

Not warp*d by passion, aw'dby rumour. 

Not grave thro* pride, nor gay tliro' foiiy 
An equal mixture of good humour, 
"7 A:id sensible soft nic!ar.c hr.l) . 
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*' Hassheno faults then, (Envy says) Sir^'* 

Yes^ she has one, I must aver ; 
When all the world conspires to praise her. 

The Woman's deaf, and does not hear. 1 2 

On. bU Grotto at Twickenham, composed ef marbles j spars, 
gems, ores, ai.d minerals. 

Thou who shalt stop where Thames' translucent 

wave 
Shines a broad mirror through the shady cave ; 
Where ling'ring drops from min'ral roofs distil. 
And pointed crystals break the sparkling rill ; 
Unpolish'd gems no ray on pride bestow, 5 

And latent metals innocently glow ; 
Approach. Great Nature studiously behold 1 
And eye the mine, without a wish for gold. 
Approach ; but awful ! lo ! th' JEgerian Grot, 
Where, nobly pensive, St. John sat and thought ; jo 
Where British sighs from dying Wyndham stole. 
And the bright flame was shot thro' Marchmont's soul. 
Let such, suGtionly, tread this sacred floor. 
Who dare to love their country, and be poor. 14 

On receiving/rv'm the Right Hon. the Lady Frances Sbirlej, 
a siandisb and two pens. 

Yes, I beheld th* Athenian Queen 

Descend in all her sober charms ; 
" And take," she said, and smil'd serene, 

" Take at tbii hand, celeitial arms . 
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** Stcurc the radiant weapons wield; 

*' This golden lance shall guard deserij 
** And if a vice dares keep the field, 

<' This steel shall stab it to the heart/' 

Aw'd, on my bended knees I fell, 
Receiv'd the weapons of the sky. 

And dipp'dthem in the sable well. 
The fount of fame or infamy. 

** What well? what weapon?" Flavia cries, 
** A standish, steel, and golden pen! 

" It came from Bertrand's, not the skies; 
*' I gave it you to write again. 

" But, Friend ! take heed whom you attack; 

*' You'll bring a House (I mean of Peers) 
** Red, blue, and green, nay, white and black, 

** L — and all about your ears. 

** You'd write as smooth again on glass, 

"And run on ivory so glib, 
** As not to stick at fool or ass, 

** Nor stop at flattery or fib. 

'' Athenian Queenl and sober charms! 

'* I tell ye, fool ! there's nothing in't : 
** 'Tis Venus, Venus gives these arms; 

** In Dryden's Virgil see the print. 

** Come, if you'll be a quiet ecul, 

*' That dares tell neitlier truth nor lies, 
" ril list you in the harmless roll 

Of those that 6ingcf these poor eyes." 
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EPITAPHS 



I, On Charles Earl of Dorset, in the church of Witbyanij in 

Sussex, 



His saKem accumulen <loni>i n funi.tr iiisuii 

A4uDcre! VIRG. 



Dorset, the grace of court's, the Muse's pride. 

Patron of arts, and judge of Nature, dy*d ; 

The scourge of pride, tho* sanctify 'd or great. 

Of fo;:s in learning, and of knaves in state; 

Yet soft his nature, tho' se^-ere his lay, 5 

His anger moral, and his wisdom gay. 

Bless'd Satirist ! who touch'd the mean so true. 

As show'd vice had his hate, and pity toa 

Bless'd Courtier ! who could Mng and country please. 

Yet sacred keep his friendships and his ease. 10 

Bless'd Peerl his great forefathers' ev'ry grace. 

Reflecting, and reflected in his race ; 

Where other Buckhursts, other Dorsets, shine. 

And patriots still, or pottd, deck the line. 14 



'3^ EPITAPHS, 



II. "Off Sir IVilliam Tramball, one of the principal S^cre^ 
taries of Stale to KiHfr JVtlliam III. who, having resigned 
bis place, died in bis retirement at Eastbamsteadf in Berk' 
slire, 1 716. 

A PLEASING form, a firm, yet cautious mind, 

Sincere, tho* prudent, constant, yet resign'd : 

Honour unchang'd, a principle profest, 

Fix'd to one side, but mod 'rate to the rest : 

An honest courtier, yet a patriot too; - 5 

Just to his prince, and to his country true: 

Fiird with the sense of age, the fire of youth, 

A scorn of wrangling, yet a zeal for truth ; 

A gen'rous faith, from superstition free, 

A love to peace, and hate of tyranny : '10 

^^uch this man was, who now, from earth rcmov*d, 

Ai length enjoyb that liberty he lov'd. 



Iir. On the Hen. Simon Harcourty only son of the Jjord 
Chancdlcr liarcourt, at the cvurcb of S;anion-'Uarcourt, 
in Oxf.rdibiie, 17:0. 

Fo this -ad shrine, who*er thou art, diaw near; 
II'TC !'♦ ■■ tit^ fiieiid most lov'd, the son ino-^t ('car; 
"y'vAy wyt.T knew joy, but friendship mighldivide, 

:-. ^^..\ -J ;:]s!",:!lier^riel; but when he dv'd. 
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How vain is reason, eloquence how weak! 
If Pope mutt leil what Harcourt cannot speak. 
Oh ! let thy once lov'd friend inscribe thy stone. 
And, with a £ftther't sorrows mix his own I 

IV. Oh James Craggs, Etq. in Wettminster Abheym 

JACOBUS CRAGGS. 

AECI VLKGiUM, BRITANNIiE A Sf^iCRETIS 

ET CONSILIIS SANCT20BIBU8, 

PRIMCIPIS PARITEB AC FOPULI AMOR ET 2>EtIC2^ r 

VIXIT TITUI.IS ET ISIVIDIA MAJOR 

ANNOS, HEV TAUCOS, XXXV. 

OB. FEB. XVI. M.DCC.XX. 

Statesman, yet friend to truth I of soul sincere. 

In action faithful, and in honour clear i 

"Who broke no promise, serv'd no private end, 

Whogain*d no title, and who lost no friend; 

Ennobled by himself, by all approved, 

f rais'd, wept, and honour'd, by the Muse he lovM. 

V. InUndedfor Mr. Raw/, in Westminster Abbty . 

Thy rcliques, Rowe I to this fair urn we trust. 
And sacred, place by Dri-dea's awful dust : 
Beneath a rude and nameless stone he lies. 
To which thy tomb shHll guide inquiring ej'c?. 
rdumt UI, X 
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Peace to thy gent1« shade, and endless rest I 5 

Bless*d in thy genius, in thy love too blest ! 

One grateful woman to thy fame supplies. 

What a whole thankless land to his denies. S 

VI. On Mrs. Corbet, vjb<ydied of a cancer in berbreoft. 

Here rests a t^oman, good without pretence, 

Bless'd with plain reason and with sober sense : 

No conquest she but o'er herself desirM, 

No arts essay'd but not to be admir'd. 

Passion and pride were to her soul unknown, 5 

Convinc'd that virtue only is our own. 

So unaffected, so composed a mind. 

So firm, yet soft, so strong, yet so refin'd. 

Heaven, as its purest gold, by tortures try'd. 

The saint sustain'd it, but the woman dy'd. 10 

VII. On the Monument cftbe lion. Robert Dighy, and of bis 
sister Mary, erected by their fa: ber the Lord Digby, in tbt 
church of Sherborne y in Dorsetshire, 1 72 7, 

Go! fair example of untainted youth. 
Of modest wisdom, and pacific truth : 
Compos'd in suff 'rings, and in joy sedate. 
Good without noise, without pretension great : 
Just of thy word, in ev'ry thought sincere, 5 

Who knew no wish but what the world might hear: 
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Of softest manners, unaffected mind, 

Lover of peace, and friend of human-kind ! 

Go live I for Heav*il's eternal year is thine ; 

Go, and exalt thy moral to divine. lo 

And thou, bless'd maid I attendant on his doom> 
Pensive bast foIIowM to the silent tomb, 
Steer'd the saifie course to the same quiet shore, 
Kot parted long, and now to part no more I 
Go then, where only bliss sincere is known I t$ 

Go, where to love and to enjoy are one ! 

Yet take these tears, mortality's relief. 
And till we share your joys, forgive our grief; 
These little rites, a stone, a verse, receive ; 
'Tis all a father, all a friend, can give! 

VIII. On Sir Godfrey Kneller, in Westminster Ahbty, 172J. 

Kneller by Heav'n, and not a master, taught. 
Whose art was Nature, and whose pictures thought > 
Now for two ages having snatch'd from Fate 
Whate'er was beauteous, or whate*er was great. 
Lies crown'd with princes* honours, poet's lays. 
Due to his mjsrit, and brave thirst of praise. 

Living, great Nature fear'd he might outvie 
Her works; and, dying, fears herself may die. 
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IX. On General Henry Wiihers, ia Wettminskr Abhey. 1729^ 

Here, Withers I fcst; thou bravest, gentlest, mind' 

Thy country's friend, but more of human kind. 

Oh, born to arms ! O worth in youth apprqv'd! 

O soft humanity, in age belov'd! 

For thee the hardy vet'ran drops a tear, 

And the gay courtier feels the sigh sincere. 6 

Withers I adieu; yet not with thee remove 
Thy martial spirit, or thy social love ! 
Amidst corruption, luxury, and rage. 
Still leave'some antient virtues to our age ; 
Nor let us say (those English glories gone) 
The last true Briton lies beneath this stone, i^ 



X. On Mr, Bijab Fentou, at Eatibamsttd in Btris, I7|a 

Tins modest stone, what few rain maibles can. 

May truly say. Here lies an honest man ; 

A poetblfSs'd beyond the poet's fate, 

Whom Heav'n kept sacred from the proud and great ; 

Foe to loud praise, and friend to learned ease, 5 

Content with science in the vale of peace. 

Calmly he look'd on either life, and here 

Saw nothing to regret, or there to fear ; 

From Nature's temp'rate feast rose satisfy'd, 9 

Thank'd Heav'n that he had liv'd, and that hedy'd. 
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XI. Oh Mr. Cay, in JVettmntUr' Abbey, ^^S2. 

Or manners gentle, of afl^tions mild ; 

In wit, a man; simplicity a child: 

With native humour temp'ring virtuous rage, 

Form'd to delight at once, and lash the age : 

Above temptation in a low estate. 

And uncomipted ev'n among the great : 6 

A safe companion, and an easy friend, 

UnblamM thro* life, lamented in thy end* 

These are thy honours ! not that here thy bust 

Is mix'd with heroes, or with kings thy dust; 

But that the worthy and the good shall say. 

Striking their pensive bosoms — Here lies Gay* 12 



XII- Intended fer Sit Isaac Newton, in Westminster-' 

Abbey. 

ISAACUS NEWTONUS; 

Quern Immortalem 

Testantur Tempus, Natura, Coelum : 

Mortalem 

Hoc Marmor Fatetur. 

Nature, ^nd Nature's laws lay hid in night; 
God said. Let Newton be! and 4II was l^ght. 

Xiij 
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XIII. On Dr. Francis Atterhury, Bishop <f Rochester, vsbo 
dud U exUt at Fa/U, 173?. 

[His only daughter having expired in his arms, im- 
mediately aff^r she arrived in France t9 m € hini.3 

BIALOGUK 

9HE. 

Yes, we have liv'd — One pang, and then we parti 
May heav'n, dear Father! now have all thy heart. 
Yet, ah ! how once we lov'd, remember stiH, 
Till you are ihist like hie. 

HE. 

Pear shade ! I will : 
Then mix this dust with thine — O spotless ghost ! 
O more than fortune, friends, or country lost! 
Is. there on earth one care, one wtsh beside? 
Yes — Save my Country, |Ieav'n — He said, and 
dy'd. 

XIV. On Edmund Liuh of Mucih^am, wba died in tb* 
HitisHenikysaf of hit age, I735« 

If modest youth, with cool reflection crown* d. 
And ev'ry op'ning virtue blooming round. 

Could save a parent's justest pride from fate. 

Or add on^ patriot to a sinking state. 

This weeping marbfe had not ask*d thy tear, 5 

Ojr sadly toM ho^v m^ny hopes lie here I 
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The HringTirtue now had shone approv'd ; 

Ite JoutuJieu^ mBB^^-ind hii aiimtiy to¥!<U 

Yet Kifter hotunt^, ^3nd lest noisy fame 

Attend the thadt of gentk Backingbam, 10 

I9 whom a laoe, for^i|M|e1^d)and art, 

Emdi in the milder merit of the heart ; 

hfl^f:^^^f ^ MV^j long to Britain giv'n, 

^grMllM.I«flp4iHitfQfft4fito / 14 

?.-..■- 

Hbiou and kings! your distance keep ; 

Jn peace let one poor poet sleep^ 

Who never^terMlblki tike you i 

^ Horace b]ii8h, and Virgil too. 4 






UimiM'^^ nfaii^!^' or binder thUs si)i. 
Or ander thfstni^^ or er*n what they w!l!; 
Whatever an heir, or a friend in his sti(ad. 
Or any good creature shall lay o'er my head^ 4 

l<Ies one who ne'er car'd,, and stiH cares not a pin 
What they said,, or may say, of the mdrtal within; 
B«t who, living and dying, serene still and free, 
Tinists in God, that as well as be was, he shall be. S 
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B<it see, at length, the British Genius smile. 

And show'r her bounties o'er her favour'il isle i 

Beliold, for POPE she twines the laurel crowjiy 

And centres ev'ry ^t's powV in one~— - 

Bach M use for thee with kfnd contention strove, 

For tbre the Graces left th' Idalian ftrove; 

Will watchful fondness o'er thy cradK hung, 

AtrunM thy voice, and fiirm'd thy infant toogue. BRO^VN, 
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Come thou, my PneiMl ! my Genius I come ahmgi 

01i| master of the poet, and the soog } 

And wrhile the Ni use now stoopst or now ascends 

To man's low passions or Cheir i^orious cndst 

Teach me, like thee, io various Nature Mise, 

To fail with dignity, with temper rise*-— 

Oh ! while along the stream of time thy name 

expanded flies, and gathers alt its Aune, 

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail. 

Pursue the triumph, and parbike the gale \ 

Shall then this Veise to future age pretend 

Thou wert my guide, phiiusopher, and friend f 

That, urc'd by thee, I tum'd the tOheful art 

Ptum sounds to things, fhmi fancy to the heart. 

For U'it's false mirror held up Nature's light, 

Shew'd erring Pride, whatever is is right—.>« 

That virtue only makes our btiss betow. 

And all our knowledge is ourselves to know. £SS. ON MAN. 
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THE DUNCIAD. 



A LETTER TO THE PUBLISHER. 

Occatiooed bj the Hnx. coma edithm of 

THE DUNCIAD. 

It is with pleasure I hear that you have procured 
a correct copy of the Dunciad^ which the many 
surreptitious ones have rendered so necessary; and 
it is yet with more that I am informed it will be 
attended with a Commentary; a work so requisite, 
that I cannot think the Author himself would have 
omitted it, had he approved of the first appearance of 
this Poem. 

Such Notes as have occurred to me I herewith 
send you; you will oblige me by inserting them 
amongst those which are, or will be, transmitted to 
you by others ; since not only the Author's friends, 
but even strangers, appear engaged, by humanity, to 
take some care of an Orphan of so much genius and 
spirit, which its Parent seems to have abandoned 
from the very ^eginnirg, and suffered to step into the 
world naked, unguarded, and unattended. 

It was upon reading some of the abusive papers 
lately published, that my great regard to a person 
whose friendship I esteem as one of the chief honours 
of my life, and a much greater respect to truth than 
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to him or any man ti^hig, engaged me in enquiries 
of which the enclosed Notes are the fruit: 

I perceived that most of these authors had been 
(doubtless very wisely) the first a|gfessora. They 
had tried, till they were weary, what was to be got 
by railing at each other: no body was either con- 
cerned or surprised if this or that scribbler was 
proved a dunce, but every one was curious to read 
what could be said to prove Mr. Pope one^ and wat 
ready to pay something for such a discovery ; a strata- 
gem which, would they fairly own, it might not only 
reconcile them to me, but screen them from the re- 
sentment of their lawful superiors, whom they daily 
abuse, only (as I charitably hope) to get that by them, 
which they cannot get from them. 

I found this waa not all : ill success in that ha<f 
transported them to personal abuse either of him- 
self, or (what I think he could less forgive) of his 
friends. They had called men of virtue and honour 
bad men, long before he had either leisure or incli- 
nation to call them bad writers ; and some of them 
had been such old offenders, that he had quite for- 
gotten their persons, as well as their slanders, till 
they were pleased to revive them. 

Now, what had Mr. Pope done before to incense 
them? He had published those works which are 
in the hands of every body, in which not the least 
mention is made of any of them. And what has 
he done since? He has laughed, and written the 
Dunciad. What as that said of them? A very 
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rious truth, which the public hiicf siid before, 

i3t they were dull ; and what it had no sooner said, 

ut they themselTes were at great pains to procure, or 

ren purchase' room in the prints, to testify under 

heir hands to the truth of it. 

I shouM still have been silent, if either I had 
teen any inclination in my friMtd to be serious 
with such accusers, or if they had only meddled 
with lin writings; since whoever publislies put^ 
himself on his trial by his country: but when his 
Unoral cbaricttr was attacked, and in a manner from 
which neicheir truth nor virtue can secure the most 
innocent; in a manner which, though it annihilates 
the credit of the accusation with the just and impar- 
tial, yet aggravates very much the guilt of the ac- 
cusers, I mean by authors without names; then I 
thought, since the danger was common to ail, the 
concern ought to bo so; and that it was au act of 
justice to detect the authors, not only on this ac- 
coitnt, but IS many of them arc the same who, tbr 
teveral years past, have made free with the i.'-Ra^cst 
names in Church and StaK', exposed to the worid 
the private misfortunes of famiite^, abused all, oven 
te women, and M^hoso prostituted papers (tor ov.g 
or other party in the unhappy divisions of their 
ceuRtry) have insulted the fallen, the friendless, 
the extled, ami the dead. 

Besides this, which I take to be a public con- 
cern, I have already confessed I had a private one. 
I ain ont of that nmnber who hare long loved anc 
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esteemed Mr. Pope ; and had often declared iit was 
not his capacity or writuigs (which we ever thought 
the least valuable part of his character) , but the 
honest, open, and beneficent man, that we most 
esteemed and loved in him. Now, if what these 
people say were believed, I must appear to all my 
friends either a fool or a knave; either imposed on 
myself, or imposing on them; so that I am as 
much interested in the confutation of these calumnies 
as he is himself. 

I am no author, and consequently not to be 
suspected either of jealousy or resentment against 
any of the men, of whom scarce one is known to 
me by sight; and as for their writings, I have 
sought them (on this one occasion) in vain, io 
the closets and libraries of all my acquaintance. 
I had still been in the dark, if a gentleman had not 
procured me (I suppose from Some of themseh'es, 
for they are generally much more dangerous friends 
than enemies) the passages I send you. I so- 
lemnly protest I have added nothing to the malice 
or -absurdity of them ; which it behoves me to 
declare, since the vouchers themselves will be so 
soon and so irrecoverably lost. You may, in £ome 
measure, prevent it, by preserving at least their 
titles *, and discovering (as far as you can depend on 
the truth of your information) the names of the 
concealed authors. 

• •• 
* Which we have done in a List.hereto subjoined. 
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' The flrit abjection I have heard made to the 
Poem h, that the persona are too obscure for sa« 
tire. Tho pers««s themselres, rather than allow 
the objection^ would forgive the latire; and if 
one could be tempted to afford it a serious answer, 
weve not all Maasainates, popular insurrections, 
the insolence of the rabble without doors, and of 
domestics within, most wrongfully chastised, if 
the meanness of offimdera indemnified them from 
poniahment? On the contrary, obscurity renders 
them more dangerous, as less thought of: law 
can pronounce judgment only on open fects: mo- 
iQifity alone can pass censure on intentions of mis- 
chief; so that for secret calumny, or the arrow 
flying in the dark, there is no public punisiunent left 
bat what'a good writer inflicts. 

The next objection is, that these sort of au- 
thors are poci^. That might be pleaded as an 
oxciiso at the Old Bailey, f»r lesser crimes than 
defamation (for it is the case of almost all who 
are tried* there),, hot sore it ean be none here: 
for who will pretend that the robbing another 
of his reputation, supplies the want of it in him- 
self? I question not but such authors are poor, 
^nd htartily wish the objection were removed by 
any honest livelihood; but poiverty is .here the ac- 
cident, not tbe subject. He who describes ma- 
lice and villany to be pale and meagre, expresses 
not the least anger against paleness or leanness, 
hut against malic^ and villany. The Apothcc<«rv 
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B'it sec, at length, the British Genius smile. 

And show'r her bouotiec o'er her favoured isle i 

Behold, for POPE she twines the laurel crown, 

And centres ev'rjr poet's pow'r in one~— - 

Each MuSe for thee with kind contention strovef 

For thee the Graces left xW Jdalian grove; 

Witn watchful fondness o'er thy cradle hun?, 

AtTunM thy voice, and fMtn'd thy infant tongue. ERO^VN. 
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Come thou, tay Fnend ! my Genius i come akmgi 

Oh, master of the poet, and the song } 

And while the Muse now stoops, or now ascends 

To man's low passions or their (furious cods* 

Teach me, like thee, in various Nature wise. 

To fall with dignity, with temper rise—- 

Oh ! while along the stream of time thy name 

Expanded flies, and gathers all its fame. 

Say, shall my little bark attendant sail, 

Punue the triumph, and pariake the gale i 

Shall then this Verse to future age pretend 

Thou wert my guide, phiiusopher, and friend f 

That, ure'd by thee, I tum'd the tuneful art 

Ftom sounds to things, from fancy to the heart j 

For Wit's false mirror held up Nature's light. 

Shewed erring Pride, whatever is is right—.— 

That virtue only makes our biiss beknir. 

And ail our knowledge is ourselves to know. ESS. ON Mi^N. 
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parity is so remarkable^ I hope it will continue to the 
last ; and if ever he should give us an edition of this 
Poem himself, I may see some of them treated a$ 
gently, on their repentance or better merit, asPerrault 
and Quinault were at last by Boileau. 

In one point I must be allowed to think the cha- 
racter of our English poet the more amiable. He 
has not been a follower of fortune or success; he 
has lived with the great without flattery; been • 
friend to men in power without pensions, from 
whom, as he asked, so he received, no favour, but 
what was done him in his friends. As his Satires 
were the more just for being delayed, so were his 
Panegyrics; bestowed only on such persons as he 
had familiarly known, only for such virtues as he 
had long observed in them, and only at such times 
as others cease to praise, if not begin to calumniate 
them*— I mean when out of power, or out of fashion*. 
A satire, therefore, on writers so notorious for th^ 
contrary practice, became no man so well as hinv 
self; as none, it is plain, was so little in their 
friendships, or so much in that of those whom they 
had most abused, namely, the greatest and best of all 
parties. Let me add a further reason, that, though 

* As Mr. Wych?rlcy, at the time the Town dis- 
claimed against his booK of Poems j Mr. Walsh, attcr 
his death j Sir William Trumbaii, wh^n he had re* 
signed the office of secretary ot state; Lord Bolhrg. 
broke, at his leaving England, after the Queen^s death ; 
I^rd Oxford, in bis last decline of hfe ; Mr. Secretary 
Crag:RS, at th^ end ot tlis Soath-sea year, and alter h*s 
diwiih : others only in fpita-jihs. 
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engaged in their friendships, be never espoused their 

animosities; and can almost singly challenge this 

honour, not to have written a line of any man whicl.<, 

through guilt, through shame, or through fear, 

through variety of fortune, or change of interests, he 

was ever unwilling to own. 

I shall conclude with remarking, what a pleasure 

it must be to every reader of humanity to see all 

along that our Author, in his very laughter, is not 

indulging his own ill-nature, but only punishing 

that of others. As to his Poem, those alone are 

capable of doing it justice who, to use the words of 

a great, writer, know how hard it is (with regard 

both to his subject and his manner) vetusiis dare novi- 

iatem, obsdetis nilorenif obscurh lucem, fasiidiiis grati- 
am, I am 

Your most humble servant, 
St. James's, 

Dec. 22, I72S. WILLIAM CLELAND*. 

• This gentleman was of Scotland, and bred at the 
university of Utrecht with the Earl 01 Mar. He served 
in Spaiii under Earl Rivers. After the peace, he was 
made one of the commissioners of tht customs in Scot- 
land, and then of taxes in England j in w!ixh having 
shewn himself for twenty years diligent, punctual, ana 
incorrupt ble, (thoufrh without any other assistance of 
fortune) he was suddenly displaced by the minister, in 
the sixty-eighth year ot his age, and died two months 
after, in 1741. He was a person of universal learning, 
and an enlarged conversation j no man had a warm.r 
h'w-art for his inend, or a smcerer attachment to ih. con- 
stitution of his country. And yet, for all this, thv 
Public would never believe him to be the author of 
this Letter. 



MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 

HIS PI10I.E00MENA AND ILLUSTRATIONS 

TO THE DUNCIAD. 

ymn the hypehcritics of aksstarchus, 

Dennis^ lUmarh m Pr. Af&ttr, 

1 cannot but think it the most reasonable thing 
in the world to distinguish good writers, by dis- 
couraging the bad: nor is it an ill-natured thing, 
in relation even to the very persons upon whom the 
reflections are made. It is true, it may deprive 
them a little the sooner of a short profit and a 
transitory reputation ; but then it may have a good 
effect, and oblige them (before it be too late) ^to 
decline that for which they are so very unfit, and to 
have recourse to something in which they may be 
more successful. 

Character of Mr, P. l^\6. 
The persons whom Boileau has attacked in his 
writings, have been for the most part authors^ and 
most of those authors, poets : and the censures he 
hath passed upon them have been confirmed by all 
£urope. 

Gild ON, Pref. to his New Rehearsal. 

It is the common cry of the poetasters of the 

Town, and their fautors, that it is an ill-natored 

thing to expose the pretenders to wit and poetry. 

The judges and magistrates may with full as good 

reason be reproached with ill-nature for putting the 



t 



TMVmOlllll or AOTHOKSi 17 

iMslii mtertiflPi agiinct a thief or, impostor. — The 
mmm .#ttl.Mil.iB tbe Hapoblic of Ltttcrs, if the 
nlticuuii J«40lpl ^'^ 'lci:«f«fy IfOMiait pietendcr to 
• cyit Mi i^giy tiiiOi th»wofiif ; • ' 

Vi^TjWCjij^^^Ww'i^ MiiT, /ww ai, 1728. 

, ^|acl|#:MK.ke Itidkil elthtr agaiiMt failures in 
Wf^m 9lf,^liilflt^i^ pitttcttlioiisoCrwritiiig without 

■ ■ .■■f*''i ■■'i""i«» «■■' •• 




mJ UHonod In all ngct. 

|||l^lf Am. iiMfli^ Kill liftigt Arn^ meitJ^ieribbUrl 



'■ ".JT. '■■ "■■ 'I.I. " * ^ 

TESTIMONIES 01* AUTHORS 

COMCXRirXMG ova tOlT AN9 Bit WOftKS. 

. M. SCRIBLERU6 i.BCTOai S. 

Baroai ve jffesent thee witb^ oar Sicicitations on 

t]M9 ino*t Mectable Poem (drawn ftom the many 
v^IuOMl.af our idprnaria otk mq^tm Authors) » 
we shall beie, according to the laudable usage of 
editors^ collect the rarioos judgments of the learned 
^p^iffOi'M; ^|ur Poet; various Mutecd* not only of 

BVn 
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different authors, but of the same mnthor sf dif- 
fere'it seasons. Nor shall we gather only the 
Te^timooiea of such* eminent wits as would of 
course descend to posterity, and consequently be 
read without our collection; but we shall like- 
wise, with incredible labour, seek out for divers, 
others, which, but for this our diligence, could 
never, at the distance of a few months, appear to tht 
eye of the most curious. Hereby thou mayst not only 
receive the delectation of variety, but also arrive at a 
more certain judgment, by a grave and circumspect 
comparison of the witnesses with eac)» other, or of 
each with himself. Hence, also, thou wilt be enabtetl 
to draw reflections not only of a critical, but a moral 
nature, by being let into many particulars of the per- 
sons as well as genius, and of the fortune as well as 
merit, of our Author ; in which, if I relate some tbtn^ 
of little concern, peradventure, to thee, and some of 
as little even to him, I intreat thee to consider how 
minutely all true critics and commentators are wont 
to insist upon such, and how material they seem to 
themselves, if to none other. Forgive me, gentle Rea- 
der, if (following learned example) I, ever and anon, 
become tedious; allow me to take the same pains ta 
find whether my Author were good or bad, well or 
ill-natuied, modest or arregant; as another, whether 
his author was foir or brown, short or tall, or whether 
he wore a coat or a cassock. 

We purposed to begin with his life, parentage, and 
education; but as to those even his conttfmporarie* 
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do exccf dingly differ. One saith • he was cducafed 
at home ; aiiotherf, that he was bred at St. Omcr*s 
by Jesuits; a third t, not at St. Onier^s, but at Ox< 
ford; a fourth |f, that he had no university education 
at all. Those wlio allow him 1o be bred at home 
differ as much concerning his tutor: one saith ^ he 
was kept by his father on purpose; a second'**, that 
he was an itinerant priest; a third -H'> that he was 
a parson: oue;^^ calleth him a secular clei^yman of 
the church of Rome; another {||^, a monk. As 
little do they agree about his father, whom 4. one 
supposetby }ike the father of Hesiod, a tradesman or 
merchant; anotlierf, a husbandman; another |> 
a hatter, (^c. Nor has an autlior been wanting to 
give our Poet sui.-h a father as Apulcius hath to 
Pla'o, Jamblichus to Patliaj^oras, and divers to 
Homer, namely, a damon: for thus Mr. Gildon {[ ; 
" Certain it is that his original is not from Ailani, 

* Giles Jacobus Lives of the Poets^ vol. II. in h!s life. 
+ Dwnnis''s Rtrfiectlcns on tlic Hssav 90 Criticism^ p. ^. 
J Dunciad D.ssecced, p.4. H Guardfian, No. 40. § Ja> 
c»..b's Lively &c. vol ll. ** Dun cad Dissected, p. 4. 
■f f Faim-rr P. ard liis son. XI Dunciad Uissvcud. 
jjjl Characteisof the Tmies, p. 45. f Female' Dunciac*, 
p.' uli. f Dune ad Dissrcted. J Rcome l*araphrasr en 
thc4ch ot GcncSiS, printed 1729. ^ Cliaiacicrci Mr. P. 
and h:s writings, ii>a l-.ttcr 10 a tvicrd, printtd tor S. 
Poppingj 171b, p. 10. Curl, in his Key to the Dunciad, 
^hist eatt. baid to be printed for A. Dodd) in th? tenth 
page) declared Gudoo to b:: autlior of that Lb.l ^ though 
1:1 di? subsi'quLnt editions of hs ICcy .he Ictt out tliii 
.lasiTticn, andadinn-U (:n iho Curlaid, p. 4. and 2.; 
Uuu itwui wtitun bv Dennis onl^. 



20 TESTIMONIES OF AUTHORS. 

** but the devil ? and that he wantcth nothing but 
** horns and tail to be the exact resemblance of his 
** infernal father.** Finding, therefore, such contra- 
riety of opinions, and (whatever be ours of this sort' 
of generation) not being fond to enter into controversy, 
we shall defer writing the Life of our Poet till authors 
can determine among themselves what parents or edu- 
cation he had, or whether he had any education or pa- 
rents at all. 

Proceed wc to what is more certain, his Works; 
though not less uncertain the judgments concerning 
them; beginning with his Essay on Criticism^ of 
which hear first the most ancient of critics, 

MB. JOHN D£NNIS. 

" His precepts are false or trivial, or both; his 
*' thoughts are crude and abortive ; his expressions 
'* absurd, his numbers harsh and unmusical, his 
** rhymes trivial and common. — Instead of ma- 
*'jesty we have something that is very mean; in- 
** stead of gravity, something that is very boyish ; 
** and instead of perspicuity and lucid ordei*, wc 
** have but too often obscurity and confusion.'* 
Aiid in another place ; " What rare Numbers are 
"here! would not one swear that this youngster 
*.' had espoused some antiquated Muie, who bad 
"^sued out a divorce from some superamiated sin- 
** ner, upon account of impotence, and who beii;g 
*' poxed by the former spouse, has got the gout in 
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" her decrepit age, which makes her hobble so dam- 
"iiably*?" 

No less peremptory is the censure of our hyper** 
critical historian^ 

MR. OLDMIXON. 

*' I dare not say any thing of the Essay on Cii- 
'* ticism in verse ; but if any more curious reader has 
'* discovered in it something new, which is not in 
'* Dryden's Prefaces, Dedications, and his Essay 
'* on Dramatic Poetry, not to mention the French 
" critics, I should be very glad to have the benefit of 
** the discovery f." 

He is followed (as in fame, so in judgment) by the 
modest and simple-minded 

MR. LEONARD WELSTEAt), 

who, out of great respect to our Poet, not naming 
him, doth yet glance at his Essay, together with 
the Duke of Buckingham's, and the Criticisms of 
Dryden, and of Horace, which lie more open]y. 
taxeth t : ** As to the numerous treatises, essays, 
" arts, (^c, both in verse and prose, that have 
** been written by the Modems on this ground* 
** work, they do but hackney the same thoughts over 
again, making them still more trite. Most of their 



ti 



* Reflections Criricai and Satirical on a Rhapsody 
called, **■ An £ssay on Criticisoi, prjuted for Bernard 
Lintor, octavo. 

-f- Essay on Criticism in prose, octavo, 1728, by th& 
author of tlic Critical History of England. 

l Preface to his Poems, p. i^, ^v 
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'* pieces arc nothing but a pert, infcipid heap of com- 
" mon place. Horace has, even in his Art of Poetry, 
"thrown out several things which plainly shew he 
•' thought an Art of Poetry was of no use, even while 
•* he was writing one." 

To all which great authorities we can only oppose 
th.it of 

MB. AT)DrsON. 

*' •The Art of Criticism," saith he, "which was 

* published some months ?ince, is a masterpiece in 
'its kind. The observations follow one another 
' like those in Horace's Art of Poetry, without 
'. that methodical regularity which would have 

* been requi ite in a prose writer. They are some 

* of them uncommon, but such as tlve reader must 
' assent to, when he sees them explained with that 
' ease and perspicuity in which they are delivered. 
' As for those which are the most known, and the 
' most received, they are placed in so beautiful a 
' light, and illustrated with such apt allusions, 
' that they have in them all the graces of novelty, 
' and make the reader, who was before acquainted 

* with them, still more convinced of their truth and 

* solidity. And here give me leave to mention 
' what Mons: Bcileau has so well enlarged upon 

* in the Preface to his Works ; that wit and fine 

* writing doth not consist so much in advancing 
' tilings that are new, as in giving things 

* Spectator, No. 253, 



*'; tint arc koomi n tgneMt tuio. ll if im- 
■•fitiriUfc ibTBH ivlw |iv« in tbc lMter'v«s tf 
"lU w6rkb W Uaha.. obierrMUuii in crjiicisni, 
■■(ittnlR;, or'.MV^ut «r KlMKe, whidi hate 
*'*'it6t becd ' foucbed apwibf QllMn'; we lijve 
"lltlle elK left us bul la represtnl iba common 
" Kdsc of maukind in niort; Jlcung, more beau' 
" tiful, or more uiicuiniiiDH lighii. |f a reader 
'•■ exMniiiM Horaci's Art of Pociry, He will find 
'•bul few precepti in il wliich tie inay.not meet 
*■ u'itli ill Ati^lutle, and wiiicli were nut commonly 
" known by nil the poeis of ilie Aujiulan tg.: 
" His way of espre.-siiig itnd applying them, nof 
" bi9 invention u( litem, is ivlial we ai« chlefl; to ad- 

I'Lon^^ib. In hit'lteflecJioiu, fa* given tis ilie 
"'hemUiuI of^tublinie wttich he obtervet in the 
"leyeid fi-agrt that, occiiiuned ,the|ii: I caor 
" fMt but tate notice ihit onr ^nglifh Author 
" h^> fAer tbe Mme tnaai.ci, ewmpliScd Be? 
"nnT'i^ tb«,|irecepta in the. very precept* tbem- 
" tiUtL," He then ^oduct* tome iuttMice* of » 
jwcutiar beauty in tHElIiunbeni, attjl coocliutei 
wRh •lyioj:, that ■' Tltere ate tliree pbemi tn our 
" utpgat of the same nature, ipd each a mas^r- 
" piiece In iii kind ; the £taay on Translated 
•' Verae, ihe Easay on tin Ah of Poetry, and the 
" Euiy on Cnticiim," 

, Of' WindMi Fomt, pgutive it tbt Jodgnunt of 
4be aOranl.ve. - - 



i4 .mrtwmiiti •? Aimr«si. 

'' * That tt is 1^ wKtdied rbapto^T^ impnlnktij 
''writ fn emulation «^ the ICtidp^s Hilt of"!s; 
*' Jchik Debham: the author of it is obicure^'l 
** ambigiobus,' it aJTected, Is teaieiwiipiii^ U bam 
"rotts." ,. ,r 

But the author of the t)ls^eiitatm ]. . \ 

in iht Prdbce to his poem of Cfar(nioiiif,1iilki 
frohi Uiis 'opinion: '''Those who. have ffiin ttin 
*' two excellent poems of Cooper's Kilt, and Wtiit 
'' sor FoKS^a ,the one written by &ir Jdin Deohan 
'' the other by Mr. Pope, will a{ieir a great ditai < 
" candour if they approve of thla." 

Of the Epistle of Eloisa, we are told by Uie pi 
scure writer oC.a poem called Savirney, ''.^ 
'" becai^ Prior's Henry and. femina chaAnn^ tl 
«* fiam tastes, our Aotlhor wiit his Eli^se fb*b] 
*'^tio^ t6 ik^ but foi^got ^infaoicenoe and Vfiiui 
"If yon tk!ke away her tender thbugtita» and ^ 
" fiertis desires, all the lest Is of no' value.** ] 
which, metltUnk^, his judgment resemlUedi that 
a FieAchtailoift oh. ^ villa ^j^afdens by the Thame 
^' AH this ^s vei)r Hne ; but take away the river, ai 
** it'is good for nothing." 

Bikt velycon^nury b^reniiio was the opinion of 

MB. raioa 
hxmse)f, saying in his Ahna U . 

* Letter to B. B. atthA end of the Remarks on Pep< 
Homer, 1717. } Printed 1728, p. 12. X Aima, canto 
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««OAfeakr<! lIllhMlioHiiH 
«« Tky c^ wiHjwdfy tUitnnli: 

«• AtMN t qobltr PHA •««« 

** Dca fof^ ftr ttjr nMbRiiM jrftv^ 

«• WM ftW CMMM Mi flMUl fe« MWM 

** 11^ OBkJuni |C8l^lHAi!ifl MM 



. Come we now to Us TinMlation of the Hied, cehe- 
bvated by.nuinerovii pene; jet ihell It sn^Ke to men- 
iitM the indcfiitiffahle 

f la sicHAip bCkAckmobb, sr* 
who (tboiigh otherwise ascveie centurer of our Au- 
thor) yet etyleth tbii *' A Uodahle Tnntlatiout." 
That ready writer, 

MB. OtDMXSOII^ 

in hh fvre-Riention«d Essay, ftefuentJy coimneBdf 
the same. And the painfMl 

MR. I.SWI8 THfiOBALO 

Thus extols itf:"' The spirit of Homer breathes all 
«' through this Translatioii. — I am in doubt wbe* 
** ther I should roost admire the justness to the 
" Origiaa), or the force and beauty of the Ian- 
^ guage, or the sounding variety of the Numbers ; 
'* but when I find all these meet, it puts me 
'' in mind of what the poet says of one of his he- 
'" roe$, ihit he alone raised and tluQg with ease a 
weighty stone that two cdaaauMi aaen eould ndt ' 

■ 

« In his ]^ays, vol. L priAted lor B. Curl, 
t C«nflO(, v^. lU No. J3. 



tt 
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"lift from the ground; just so one sin;,^!e pci-ou 
** has performed, in this Translation, what I (.nco 
•♦ despaired to ha\e seen done by the force of ^c- 
** veral masterly hands." Indeed the same geiule- 
man appears to have changed his sentiment in his 
Essays on the Art of Sinking in Reputation, (prin- 
ted in mist's jopiiNAL, March 30, 1728,) where 
he says thus: '** In order to sink in reputation, let 
" him take it into his head to descend into Homer, 
** let the world wonder, as it will, how the devil 
** he got there) and pretend to do him into Eng- 
*' lish, so his version denotes his neglect of the 
** manner how.'* Strange variation! We ar? told 
in 

MIST*S JOURNAL, JUPC 8. 

'* That this Translation of the Iliad was not in all 
** respects conformable to the fine taste of his friend 
'* Mr. Addison ; insomuch that he employed ^ 
** younger Muse in an undertakinn^ of this kind, 
*' which he supervised himself." Whether Mr. 
Addison did find it conformable to his taste cr not, 
best appears from his own testimony the year follow- 
ing its publication, in these words: 

MB. ADDISOS, FRPEHOLDEH, NO. 4O. 

" When I cOi.sider myself as a British Freeholder, 
'* { am in a particular manner pleased with the 
" labours of thotp who have improved our lan- 
*?guage with the translations of old Greek and 
** latin autliors. — We have already most of their 



^''bisioriAtii iti ouroim tooguie, tod, what is more 
f*fi9r.1lie ]U»»itt.itf-0lir itis|piagi». It hath |^n 
i^'itaui^ t9^Mqjwta9 tritS^lej^nce tiM greatest of 
«rifaeir ^ae(^1ilJe«BlfIittloiU''TfSe4]Afife]^at^amohg 
k«. oiiii g^n cawalrpatn maf Jetfnt to ji&dge ftiux\ Dry-^ 
«^:dfii*«.Vii^l of^tftftmoit ptiftcf cplc't>^ff9iftnaiice; 
^ and tfaote parta of. floiiwir- which have been pub-^ 
Hlkted altiesMfy tty^Mrtl^> give as tiunon to think 
fr.tlMft the liiMwm Appear ib Entl^^ki^ft its liftl^ 
^ iisiidiraotdlie to tftat immortal ptoem/' 

As to the rest; there it a slight qnistalEti for this 
ybunger muse was an>Mier: mnr Was the gentleman 
(who is a fde*d of oiv A«thct> employed by Mr. 
Addbbn to trtlAsliie it ^jflnt- bitn, siiri:e)ie'sdth him- 
self that he did it Uffn^ GontMriwise; that Mr* 
Addison engaged our Author in this work« appeareth 
by declaration thereof in the Prefiuft to the Iliad J 
printed some- time before hiadeath» and by his owti 
letters of October a^/an^ No?ember 2, 1^13, where 
he ded^resy it is his opinion^ -that no other person 
was equal to it. 

Next^omes his'Shakesptol^ on the stage t ^ Let 
<'-him" (quoth one, whom I take to be 

MR. TRfeOBALD, MIST'S JOCRNAL, JttOf $; I72S,) 

*' publish such an author as he has leait studied^ 
*<^and forget to discharge evien the dull duty, of an 



1. 



.♦Vide Prefece to Mr. Tickel'^ trairtlation of the 
rirsi Book of the Iliad, 4td. ' 
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" editor. In this project let him lend the boo):- 
•' seller his name (for a con»petent sum of moner) 
** to promote the credit of an exorbitant suhscrip- 
" tion." Gentle Resuier, he pleased to cast thine eye 
on the proposal below quoted, and en what follows 
(some months after the former assertion) in the same 
Journals of June 8. '* The bookseller proposed the 
*^ book by sub^criptiony and raised some thousands 
'' of pounds for the same : I beliere the gentleman 
" did not share in the profits of this extravagant sub- 
*' scription." 
*' After the Iliad, he undertook (saith 

mist's JOURNAL, J ui>e S, 1728,) 
" tlie sequel of that work^ the Odyssey ; and having 
" secured the success by a numerous subscription, 
*' he employed some mdtrlings to perform what, zcn 
*' cording to his Proposals, should come from his own 
** hands.'* To which heavy charge we can in truth 
oppose nothing but the words of 

MR. pope's proposal fOf the ODYSSIY, 

(printed by J. watts, Jan. 10, 1724.) 
" I take this occasion to declare, that the sub-* 
** scription for Shakespeare belongs wholly to Mr. 
" Tonson: and that the benefit of this Proposal is net 
*' solely for my own use, but for that of two 
*' of my friends, wlio have assisted me in this 
" work.** But these very gentlemen are extolled 
above our Poet hinlself in another of Mist's 
JouHNALs, March 30, 1728, saying, ** That he 
** would not advise Mr. Pope to try the expc- 
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*' riment again of getting a great part of a book done 
** by assistants, lest those extraneous parts should 
** unhappily ascend to the sublime, and retard the de- 
** clension of the whole." Behold ! these underling f 
are become good writers ! 

If aay say, that before the said Proposals were 
printed, the subscription was begun, without de- 
claration of such assistance; verily those who set 
K on foot, or (as the term is) secured it, to wit, 
the Right Honourable the Lord Viscount Harcourt, 
were he living, Would testify, and \he Right Ho- 
nourable the Lord Bathurst, now living, doth testify, 
the same is a falsehood. 

Sorry I am that persons professing to be learned, 
or of whatever rank of authors, should either 
falsely tax, or be falsely taxed. Yet let us, who 
are only reporters, be impartial in our citations, and 
proceed, 

MisT*s JOURNAL, June 8, 1728. 
'* Mr. Addison raised this Author from ob- 
** scUrity, obtained him th,* acquaintance and 
'* fj*iendship of the whole body of our nobility, 
'* and transferred his powerful interests with thoie 
'* great men to this rising bard, who frequently 
" levied, by that means, unusual contributicns o;i 
** the Public.'* Which surely cannot be, if, ui 
the author of the Dunciad Dissected reporteth, 
** Mr. Wycherly had before introduced hini into a 
** familiar acquaintance with the greatest peers itnd 
'* brightest wits then living." 
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"No scon€r (saith the s.iine Journalist) wasl^is 
•* body lifeless, but this Author, reviving his rc- 
" sentment, libelled the memory of his departed 
" friend ; and, what was still more heinous, made 
*' the scandal public.** Grievous the accusation i 
unknown the accuser! the person accused no 
witness in his own cause; the person, in whose 
regard accused, dead ! But if there be living any 
one nobleman, whose friendship, yea, any oile 
gentleman, whose subscription, Mr. Addison pro- 
cured to our Author, let him stand forth, that 
truth may appear! Amicus Plate, amicus Saerates, 
sed maf!;is arnica Veritas. In verity, the whole 
Story of the libel is a lie ; witness those persons of 
integrity who, several years before Mr. Addison's 
decease, .did see and approve of the said verses, in 
no wise a libel, but a friendly rebuke, sent pri. 
vately, in our Author's own hand, to Mr. Addi- 
son himself, and never made public, till after their 
own Journals, and Curl had printed the same. One 
name alone, which I am here authorised to declare, 
will sufficiently evince the truth, that of the Right 
Honourable the ^arl of Burlington. 

Next he is taxed with a crime (in the opinion of 
seme authors, I doubt, more heinous than any in 
morality), to wit. Plagiarism, from the inventive 
^nd quaint-conceited 

JAMES MOORE-SMITH, GENT. 

'* ^ Upon reading the third volume of Pope's 
*■ Daily Journal, March i%, 1728, 
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" Miscellanies^ I found five lines which I thought 
^'excellent; and happening to praise them, a gen< 
** tletnan produced « modern comedy (the Rival 
" Modes) published last year^ where were the same 
*/ verses to a title. 

" These gentlemen are undoubtedly the first 
** plagiaries^ that pretend to make a reputation by 
** stealing from a man's works in his own life-time, 
" and out of a public print." Let us join to thid 
what is written by the author of the Rival Modes : 
the said Mr. James Moore-Smith> in a letter to our 
Author himself, who had informed him, a month 
before that play was acted, Jan. 27, 172^-7, ** That 
** these verses, wbich he had before given him 
** leave to insert in it, would be known for his, 
" some copies being got abroad. He desires, ne- 
" verthcless, that since the lines had been read in 
** his Comedy, to several: Mr. P. would not de- 
<* prive it of them," &c. Surely if we add the 
testimonies of the Lord Bolingbroke, of the lady 
to whom the said verses were originally addressed, 
of Hugh Bethel, Esq. and others, who knew them 
as our Author's, long before the said gentleman 
composed his play ; it is hoped the ingenuous, that 
afftfct not error, will rectify their opinion by the 
suffrage of so honourable personages. 

And yet folio weth another charge, insinuating 
no less than his enmity both to Church and State, 
which could come from no other informer than the 
said 
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'' * The Memoirs of a Parish Clerk was a very 
'* dull and unjust abuse of a .person who wrote in 
" defence of our religion and constitution, and who 
" has been dead many years." This seemeth also 
most untrue, it being known to divers that the.e 
Memoirs were written at the seat of the Lord Har- 
court, in Oxfordshire, before that excellent person's 
(Bishop Burnet) death, and many years before the 
appearance of that histor>' of which tliey are pre- 
tended to be an abuse. Most true it is, that Mr. 
Moore had such a design, and was himself tlie 
man who pressed Dr. Arburthnot and Mr. Pope to 
assist them therein; and that he borrowed those 
Memoirs of our Author, when that history came 
forth, With intent to turn them to such abuse : but 
being able to obtain from our Author but one 
single hint, and either changing his mind, or having 
more mind than ability, he contented him elf to keep 
the said Memoirs, and read them as his own to all 
his acquaintance. A nobie person there is, into 
whose company Mr. Pope once chanced to introduce 
him, who well remembereth the conversation of Mr. 
Moore to have turned upon the '' Contempt he 
** had for the work of that reverend pr^flate, and how 
** full he was of a design he declared himself to have 
'' of exposing it." This noble person is the Karl of 
Peterborough. 
Here, in truth, should we crave pardon of all the 

* Dai'y Journal, April j, 1728. 
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aforesaid Right Honourable and worthy persoriages, 
for having mentioned them in the »am« pages with 
such weekly riff-raff railers and rhymers, but that we 
had their ever-honoured commands for the same ; and 
that they are introduced not as witnesses in the con- 
troversy, but as witnesses that cannot be contra- 
vefted ; not to dispute, but to decide. 

Certain it is, that dividing our writers into two 
classes, of such who were acquaintance* and of 
such who were strangers, to our Author, the 
former are thos^ who speak well, and the other 
those who speak evil of him. Of the first class, the 
most noble 

JOHN DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM^ 

sums up his character in these lines : 

** 'And yet so wondrous, so sublime * thinp, 
** As tlve great Iliad, scarce c-uld make mc liag, 
** Unless I Justly could at once commend 
** A i,uod cumpanioa, «n>i an firm a friend. 
** One moral, or a merv: well natur'd deed, 
** Can all desert in sciencs exceed." 

So also is he decyphered by the Honourable 

SIMON HARCOURT. 

*' f Say, wnndr>us yduth, what column wJJi thou chuse« 

** What laurtl'd arth, tor thy triumphant muse ? 

** Though each great ancient court thee to bis $lirine« 

*^ Though every laurel through the dmne be tJune<M 

*^ Go to the good and justy an awful traia : 

'* Tby soul'^s delight.*" 

Recorded in lik« manner^ for his virtuous disposition, 
and gentle bearing, by the ingenious 

• Verses to Mr. P. on his Translation of Homer. 
t Poem prefixed to his Works, 
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MR. WALTER HART> 

n ibis apostrophe : , 

** * O ! ever worthy, ever crmra'd with pra)«el 
*^ BIrtrin thy life, and bles: in all thy lays, 
** Add, that the ftitters e^'ry thuo^ht refins, 
** And even thy life be faultless as thy line; 
•* Vet En^y itUl with fiercer rtjc pursues, 
^ Obhcurts the virtue, anJ defames the muse. 
*^ A soul like thine, in pain, in ericf, resiiui'd, 
^* Views with just acorn, the malice of mankind.** 

The witty and moral satirist 

DR. EDWARD YOUNG, 

wishing some check to the corruption and evil m; 
ners of the times, calleth out upon our Poet, to i 
dertake a task so worthy of his virtue : 

'* t Why slumbers Pope, who leads the Muses' train, 
** Nor heaii that Virtue, which he loves, complain f* 

MR. MALLET, 

in his Epistle on Verbal Criticism : 

*' Whose ilfe, severely scahM, transcends his laysj 
** For wit supreme, is but bis second praise." 

Mr. HAMMOND, 

that delicate and correct imitator of Tibullus, in 
Love Elegies, Elegy xiv. 

«« Now fir'd by Pope and Virtue, leave the age, 

** In Ujw pursuit of self undoing wronkr, 
** And trace the Author through his moral page, 

*^ Whose blameless life still anstvers tu his song.'* 

UtR. THOMSON, 

in his elegant and philosophical poem of the Seas- 

** Ahhough not swcrtcr bis own H( m r siots* 
•* Yet is his life the more endearing sung." 

* In his Poems, printed for B. Lintol. 
t Universal Passion, Sat. 1. 
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To the same tune, also, sings that learned clerk of 
Suffolk, 

MB. WILLIAM BROOMi:, 

t* • Thu» iKjbly rising in fiir Virtue^ cause, 

** Frum thy uwh hte transcribe ih* unerring laws.** 

And, to close all, hei^r the Reverend Dean of St. 
Patrick's: 

** A smi! with cv*ry viruf fraught, 

i( By p^tridts, priesTf, and poets uugbt : 

I*' uh(><ic fiiiitl piety excels 

»* ■Wl.jte%cr Grecian !«tory tells. 

*^ A :-c:iius f.>r each business fit* 

^^ Wliuse meanest u>eiit is bis wit,** &c, 

I^et us now recreate thee, by turning to the other 
side, ar.d shewing his character, drawn by those 
v.ith whom he never conversed, and whose counte- 
nances he could not know, though turned against him: 
first again commencing \Yith the high-voiced and 
ncver-cnough-quoled 

Mil. JOHN DESNISji 

who, in his Reflections on the Essay on Criticism, 
thus describeth him: ** A little aflFected hypocrite, 
" who has nothing in his mouth but candour, truth, 
" friendship, good-nature, humanity, and magnani- 
•' niity. He is so great a lover of falsehood, that 
*' v/tiencver he has a mind to calumniate his contem- 
" poraries, he brands them with some defect whicli 
*' is just contrary' to some good quality for which 
"all their friends and their ^quaintance commend 
*' them. He seemo to have a particular pique ta 
" people of quality, and authors of that rank. He 

• In hi a Poems, and at i\\e crA oi ^>& O^Nsst-^. 
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*' must derive his religion from St. Omer's." — But 
in the character of Mr. P. and his writings, (printed 
by S. Popping, 1716^) he saith, " Though he is a 
** professor of tlie worst religion, yet he laughs at it i" 
" but that> nevertheless, he is a virulent Papist ; and 
«' yet a pillar of the Church c( England.'* Of both 
which opinions 

MR. LEWIS THEOBALD 

seems also to be; declaring, in Mist's Journal, 
of June 22, fjiB, '* That, if he is not shrewdly 
*' abused, he made it his practice to cackle to both 
*' parties in their own sentiments." But as to his 
pique against people of quality, the same Jouma- 
list doth not agree, but saith, (May 8, 1728,) 
*' He had, by some means or other, the acquaint- 
*' ance and friendship of the whole body of our no* 
" bility." 

However contradictory this may appear, Mf. 
JDennis and Gildon, in the character last cited, moke 
it all plain, by assuring us, '* That he is a creature 
*' that reconciles ail contradictions: he is a beast, 
*' and a man; a Whig, and a Tory; a writer (at 
*' one and the same time) of Guardians and £xa- 
*' miners*; an asserter of liberty, and of the dis- 
** pensing power of kings; a Jesuitical professor 
" of truth; a base and a foul pretender to candour." 
So that upon the whole account, we must conclude 
him either to have been a great hypocrite^ or a very 

* The names of two weekly papers. 
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honest man; a terrible imposcr upon both parties^ or 
very moderate to either. 

Be it as to the judicious reader shall seem good. 
Sure it is, he is little favoured of certain authors whose 
ivrath is perilous : for one declares he ought to have a 
price set on bis head, and to be hunted down as a wild 
beast*; another protests that he does not know what 
may happen; advises bim to insure his person; say 4 
he has bitter enemies, and. expressly declares it will 
be well if he escapes with his lifef. One desires he 
ivould cut bis own throat, or hang himseir^. i3ut 
Pasquin seemed rather inclined it should be done by 
the government, representing him engaged in griev- 
ous designs with a Lord of Parliament then under 
prosecution ||. Mr. Dennis himself hath written to 
a minister, that he is one of the most dangerous 
persons in this kingdom**^; and assureth the Pub- 
lic that he is an open and mortal enemy to his coun- 
try; a monster that will, one day, shew as daring a 
soul as a mad Indian, who runs a-muck to kill the 
first Christian he meetstK Another gives infor- 
mation of treason discovered in his Poem^^. Mi. 

•Theobald, Letter in Mist's Journal, June 22d, 172S, 

t Smedley, Pref. to Gulliveriana, p. 14, 16. 

J Gulliveriana, p. 332. ]| Anno 172J. ** Anno 1729. 

ft Pre&ce to Remarks on the Rape of the Lcck, 
p. 12. and in the last page of that treatise. 

XJ Page 6, 7, of the preface, by Concancn, to a book 
entitled, A Collectionofallthe Letters, Essays, Verses, 
and Advertisements, occasioned by Pope and Swift's 
Miscellanies. Printed for A. Moore, octavo, 1 7 14. 
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Curl boldly supplies an imperfect verse with kings 
and princesses*; and one Matthew Concanen, yet 
more impudent, publishes, at length, the two mo^t 
sacred names in this nation as members of the Dun- 
ciadf I 

This Is prodigious! 3'et it is almost as strange 
that, in the midst of these invectives, his greatest 
enemies have (I know not hcrw) borne testimony tp 
some merit in him. 

MR. THEOBALD, 

in censuring his Shak-pere, declares, '* He has so 
*' great an esteem for Mr. Pope, and so high an 
<* opinion of his genius and excellencies, that, not- 
f* withstanding he professes a veneration almost 
*• rising to idolatry for the writings of this inimi- 
f table Poet, he would be very loath even to do him 
" justice at the expence of that other gentleman's cha- 
" racterj.'* 

MR. CHARLES GILDON, 

after having violently attacked him in many pieces, 
at last came to wish from his hear', *' That Mr. 
*? Pope would be prevailed upon to give us Ovid's 
*' Epistles by his hand; for it is certain we see the 
f* original of Sappho to Phapn with much more 
f life and likeness in his versiqn than in that of 
?' SirCarScrope. And this (he adds) is the morq 
f* to be wished, because in the English tongue we 

* Key to the Dunciad, 3d edition, p. 18. 
+ A List of Persons, ^'c. at the end of the fore-men- 
tJoncd Collection of all the Letters, Essays, &c. 
^" Introduction to his B\\aks\ift2.ie Restored, 4to. p. 3. 
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" haye scarce any thing truly and naturally written 
*^ iipon love*." He also, in taxing Sir Richard 
Blackniore for his heterodox opinions of Homer, 
challenges him to answer what Mr. Pope hath said 
in hi:> Preface to that poet. 

MR. OLDMIXOft 

calls him a great master of our tongue ; declares " The 
** purity and perfection of the English language to 
" be found in his Homer; and, laying there are mor^ 
" good verses in Dryden's Virgil thnn in any other 
" work, except this of our Author only f." 

The Author of a Letter to mr. cibber 
sayis J, " Pope was so good a versifier Z^nce'} that 
^' his predecessor Mr. Diyden, and his contenipo- 
** rary Mr. Prior excepted, the harmony of his 
** numbers // equal to any body's ; and that he bad 
'* all the merit that a tnan can have that way." And 

MR. THOMAS COOKE, 

after much blemishing our Author's Homer, cricth out, 

** But f II hU other works what beauties shine, 

^ ^lul« sweetebt music dwells in cv'ry line! 

*^ These headiTiir'd, on these he stamped his praise^ 

** And bade them live to bnghten fiitiire dsys t|." 

So also one who takes the name of 

H. STANHOPE, 

the maker of certain verses to Duncati Campbell, in 

» Commentary on the Duke of Buckingham's Essay, 
8vo. 1^11, p. 97, 98. 

f In his prose £ssay on Criticism, 
t Pnnted by J. Roberts, 1742, p. lu 
I Battle of the Poets, folio, p. 15. 

"On 
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tbct poem *» irhkli li wbotifti'^mlln cfta Mi: ft^. 



'M Tktt iw>liouMft*MtDilMitaerenGi|»||w| 
«* Pope BMW Omw w Aft fl<tf iM » i wi lt 

* Mtaflan nw inooiMrttdi'fMicnMwdiMrtBtai.*' «tai . 

I « W« * • » ■ • I 

A]tho^gil he says, " ThB tmooth moAen «f te 
'' Diinciad are all that lecomvettl it» onrlni it wuf « 
*' other merit;" yet tbatiame paf>erhtA these woidi; 
" The Author is aIhin;eA to be a perfect nutl* eT 
^' an easy and elegant versific^oov Ui »lt hit iTMfct 
" we find thflt jnoti happy tiimsyand natovalaiBiIlk^ 
«« wooderfiiiUy short, and thick spwa." k. ' 

The l^y op. the puBci^ also mrnSppb.sSr i* 
is very Ml .oC be^utiiol images.; Bm ah« paMMik, 
which crowns all that can he said on this Foem ii 
besto^y^ by.ottf iUureat^ 

lUU cousY ciaaMit 
who '* grants it to' be a better Poem of itt VMt than 
*' ever was vnrit:*' Init xdds, " it was a victory onr 
** a parcel of poor wilbtchfs^- whom it wat gMaott' 
** cowardice to conquer. A' rhan might at well 
** triumph ibr hating kflled sd many silly flies that 
" offended him. CppM he iiav9 let tliem ^lon^ by 
'^ this time^ poor'sAuTs'l they'lud' ali Wn harM^ 

-►, ■■.♦■I" ^ 

* Printed under the title of The^irDgress of D«bieM» 
duodecimo, i'!7,%. 
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«* in oblivion ♦.*' Here wc see our excellent Laurcat 
allows the justice of the satire on eVery man in it but 
himselO as the great Mr. Dennis did before him. 
The said 

MR. DENNIS and MR. CILDO!f, 

in the most furious of all their works, (the forecitcd 
Character, p. 5.) do in concert f confess, ** That some 
*• men ofgoodYinderstanding value him for his rhymes." 
And (p. 17.) ** That he has got, like Mr. Baycs, in the 
*' Rehearsal, (that is, like Mr. Dryden) a notable 
** knack at rhyming, and writing smooth verse." 

* C.bber's Letter to Mr. Pope, p. 9, 21. 

•f In concert.'^ Hear how Mr. Dennis hath proved our 
mistake in this place : '< As to my writing in concert with 
« Mr. Gildon, 1 declare upon ihe honour and word ot a 
** gentleman, tliat I never wrote so much as one line in 
** concert with any one man whatsoever. And thciic t\'» o 
« Ic^tcers from Gildon will plainly sliew tliai we arc not 
«« writers in coftfrr/ with each otner. 
*« Sir, 

«« The height of my ambition is to please men 

<< of the best judgment ; and finding that 1 nave enter- 
« tained my master agreeably, 1 have the extent oi tho 
** reward otmy labour." 
Sir, 

**Ihad not the opportunity ofhe.'iring ofyourexciUent 
** Pamphlet till th.s day. 1 am infinitely sat.ificd and 
« pleased With it, and hcpe you will meet w.th that 
<< encouragement your admiiablc performance d.- 
« serves," &c. Cb.Cild.u." 

** Now is it notpbin that any one who send such com 
^'pliments to another, has not been used towntein pait.> 
« nership with him to whom he sends thtm ?" Dennis, 
Remarks on the Dunciad, p. 50. Mr. Dennis is thcrttuic 
Welcome to take this piece to himself. 

D iij 
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Of his Essay on man numerous were the praisct 
bestowed by his avowed enemies, in the imagination 
that the same was not written by him, a« it was priat- 
ed anonymously. 

Thus sang of it even 

BEZALEEL MORRIS. 

** Auspicious Bard ! while nil admire thy strain* 
** All but the «el8s1), IgiwraDtf and ««lo; 
** I, whom no bribe lr servile flatt^y dreWf 
** Must pay the trihute to thy merit due : 
*^ Thy muse sublime^ si|;nificaut, and clear, 
** Alike informs the soul, aud charms the ear.** 

And 

MB. LEONARD WELSTED 

thus wrote ♦ to the unknown Author, on the first 
publication of the said essay ; " I must own, after 
** the reception which the vilest and most immoral 
'.* ribaldry hath lately met with, I was surprised to 
** see what I had long despaired, a performance de- 
** serving the name of a Poet. Such, Sir, is your 
" work. It is, indeed, above all commendation^ and 
" ought to have been published in an age and coun- 
*' try more worthy of it. If my testimony be of 
** weight any where, you are sure to have it in the 
" amplest manner," ^c,(^c, ii?c. 

Thus we see every one of his works hath been 
extolled by one or other of his most inveterate ene- 
mies ; and to the success of them all they do una- 
nimously give testimony. But it is sufficient, h" 

* In a letter under his own hand^ March 12, 1753. 
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Star omnium, to beheld the great critic, Mr. Dennis, 
sorely lamenting it, even from the Essay on Criticism 
to this day of the Dunciad! " A most notorious 
*' instance (quoth he) of the depravity of genius 
" and taste, the approbation this Essay meets with*. 
" I can safely affirm, that I never attacked any of 
*' these writings, unless they^ had success infinitely 
** beyond their merit. This, though an empty, has 
*' been a popular scribbler. The epidemic madness of 
** the times has given him reputation f.—- If, after 
" the cruel treatment, so many extraordinary men 
** (Spenser, Lord Bacon, Ben Jonsop, Miltoi), 
'* Butler, Otway, and others) have received from 
" this country for these last hundred years, I should 
•' shift the scene, and shew aU that penury changed 
'' at once to riot and prcfuseness, and more squan- 
" dered away upon one object thai) would have sa- 
tisfied the greater part of those extraordinary men ; 
the reader, to whom this one creature should be 
** unknown, would fancy him a prodigy of Art and 
Nature; would believe that all the great qualities 
of these persons were centered in him alone. — But if 
'* I should venture to assure him that the people ot 
** England had m; de such a choice — the reader 
'' would either believe me a malicious enemy and 
*^ slanderer, or that the reign of the last (Qutcu 

* D:nn!s, Preface to his Refieftions on the Essay 
on Criticism. 
f Preface to h's Remarks ou Homer. 
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•* Anne's) ministry was designed by Fate to encou- 
** rage fools*." 

But it happens that this our Poet never bad any 
place, pension, or gratuity, in any shape, from the 
said glorious Queen, or any of her ministers. All 
he owed, in the whole course of his life, to any 
court, was a subscription for his Homer of 200I. 
from King George I. and lool. from the Prince and 
Princess. 

However, lest we imagine our Author's success 
was constant and universal, they acquaint us of 
certain works in a less degree of repute, whereof, 
although owned by others, yet do they assure us he 
is the writer. Of this son Mr. Dennis + ascribes 
to him two Farces, whose names he does not tell, 
but. assures us that there is not one jest in them; 
and an imitation of Horace, whose title he docs not 
mention, but assures us it is much inorc execrable 
th.ui all his works ♦. The Daily Jouknal, May 1 1, 
1728, assures us, " He is below Tom Durfcy in the 
** drama; because (as that writer thinks) the Mar- 
" riage-Hater Matched, and the Boarding-School, 
'^ are better than the Wliut-d'ye-call it;*' which 
is not Mr. P's. but Mr. Cay's. Mr. Gildon assures 
us, in his New Kehearsai, p. 48. ** That he WhS 
** writing a play of the Lady Jane Gray;" but it 
afterwards proved to be Mr. Kovxe's. We are assured 
by another, ** He wrote a pamphlet called Df. Aii- 

" Rt-niatks on Homer, p. 8, 9. -f- Ibid. p. S» 
* Oi:i;d(ficr of Mr. Pope, p. 7. 
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<' 4kw Tripe*;" which prorcd to be one of Dr. 
WagsttffX Air. ThwbiW wmjbjj in Miirr» of the 
t7th of April, ** JhMt the tiMtiie of 4lhc Aelbund is 
f ' y/mf doll, nd UmU Mr. Pope it the laiher of it." 
The miieroCGuIllvcriaiia it of another opMon, and 
MjFSy *' ne wbole, orgrealea part, efte tMerit of 
^ thit tnatiie aniaty ahd can oaly be aKribed to 
««' dnlliiwf •" C'<a«f 9<"^.R«xl^>^«^*>etIbat 
aadle at the atnttsi UindDaia and poeitiireiiese of 
mea, kaomimg the said treatiae to a p p etta fci tor none 
other bol toine^ MartiBitt 8Brihiiini.3 

Wo •» Aaamed^rinf Miar* of inae t» *» net hie 
** oem pbfi and tene wo«id Wttei have aAmied 
«« the taBdad ttan tibaas of Mr.^^Theobald ; ibr he 
<' bad Mther> gcoiiie te- tr^ge^f Hor eomeiijF.".^ 
'Whkhy whethartme, w aot> ii:ii.ilot «lty to judge, 
in aa smsli at he had attempted neithee ; tokless we 
will taha 1^ Ibv franted, with Mr. Cibber, that his 
being ooee.vecy angiy at hearing a-friend's plajr 
ahwed, .li» an infalUble.pcoof the pUy was his 
owBi thv 9m Mr. Gibber thinhii^ H inponible for 
a inan to>bf much coneemed A>r any bothianself: 
** Kow^let any man judge (eaith he) by tMaconcem, 
<« who waatht troe mother of techiUt F* 
.'B«t -fhmit.dli that hath heMbaaid^.tfae dieetmfng 
reader will collect, that it little availed our Author 
to toft v^r candour^ «iiKe, whefthe didaiod he did 

^ C hri ra ft er of Mr. Pope, p. 6. f* Oidliver» p. 336. 
t Q|ber*a Letter to Mr. POpe» p.^ 
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not write for others, it was not credited; as littT^ 
to have any mode^^y, since, when he declined writ- 
ing in any way himself, the presumption of others 
was imputed to him. If he singly enterprized on6 
great work, he was taxed of boldness and mad- 
ness to a prodigy * : if he took assistants in another, 
it was complainfed of, atid represented as a gredt 
injury to the Publicf. The loftiest heroics, the lowest 
ballads, treaties against the state or church, satires 
on lords and ladies, raillery on wits and authors, 
squabbles with booksellers, or even full and true 
accounts of monsters, poisons, and murders ; of any 
hereof was there nothing so good, nothing so bad, 
which had not, at one or other season be^n to Hiitt 
ascribed. If it bore no author's name, then lay he 
concealed ; if it did, he father'd it upon that author to 
be yet better concealed ; if it resembled any of his 
styles, then was it evident: if it did not, then dis- 
guised be it on set purpose; Yea, even direct oppo- 
sitions in religion, principles, and politics, have 
equally been supposed ill him inherent. Surely a 
most rare and singular character! of which let thtf 
reader make what he can. 

Doubtless most commentators would hence takfc 
occasion to turn all to their author's advantage, and. 



* Burnetts Homerides, p. i. of his translation of the 

Iliad. 

f The London, and Mist's Journal, on his undsr- 
takinj the Odyssey. 
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from the testimony of his very enemies, would affirm, 
that his capacity was boundless as well as his ima- 
gination; that he was a perfect master of all styles, 
and all argumtrnts; and that there was in those times 
no other writer, in any kind, of any degree of exr 
cellence, save he himself. But as this is not our owi> 
sentiment, we shall determine on nothing; but leave 
thee, gentle Reader, to $teer thy judgment equally 
between various opinions, and to choose whether thou 
wilt incline to the testimonies of authors avowed, or 
6f authors concealed; of those \vhp ki)e\v him, or 
of those who knew him not. y. 



MARTINUS SCRIBLERUS 

OF THE POEM. 

1 HIS Poem, as it celnbratc^h the most grave and 
ancient of things. Chaos, Night, and Dulness; so is 
it of the most grave and ancient kind. Homer (saith 
An%tolle) was the first who gave the form, and (?aiih 
Horace) who adapted the measure, to heroic poesy. 
But even before this, may be rationally presumed, 
from what the Ancients have Itft written, was a piece 
by Homer, composed of like nature and mutter v.ith 
thi- of our Poet: for of epic sort it apneareth to have 
beer, 3et of matter surely not un^l«%%^tw\) ^www't^ 
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what is reported of it by the learned Archbishop 
Eustachius, in Odyssey X. And accordingly Arift- 
totIe> in his Poetic^ chap. iv. doth further set forth, 
that as the Iliad and Odyssey gave example to Tn- 
gedy, so did this poem to Comedy its first idea. 

From these authors also it should seem that the 
Hero, or chief personage of it, was no less obscnre, 
and his understanding and sentiments no less quaint 
and strange (if indeed not more so) than any of the 
actors of our Poem. Maigites was the name of thi» 
personage, whom Antiquity recordeth to have been 
Dunce the first; and surely, from what we hear of 
him, not unworthy to be the root of so spreading a 
tree, and so numerous a posterity. The poem, there- 
fore, celebrating him, was properly and absolutely 
a Dunciad; which, though now unhappily lost, yet 
is its nature sufficiently known by the infallible to- 
kens aforesaid. And thus it doth appear that the first 
Dunciad was the first epic poem, written by Homer 
himself, and anterior even to the Iliad, or Odyssey. 

Now, forasmuch as our Poet hath translated thofe 
two famous works of Homer which are yet left, he 
did conceive it in some sort his duty to imitate that 
also which was lost: and was therefore induced to 
bestow on it the same form which Homer's is reported 
to have had, namely, that of epic poem, with a title 
also framed aAei the ancient Greek manner, to wit, 
that of Dunciad. 

Wonderful it is that so few of the Modems have 
been 5/imulated to attempt some Dunciad ! since in 
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the 9ipuaam of tte mltltadt, U.nigiifc tott less pain 
sndtaUtfaaAUteitMiaiLafllBCtaMfttrEfic. But 
pwitble ft it ii|fD» tbt%wdMSiiwtiiB^'tbe maker 
^niffat ioiHipttiir te'faMtsChUfiinM^M^ «. Brute, 

W» ihrii B f rtiUmt tta the ooc^/S^ nd the catite 
mjtiA jaJwHii^f ■ Ban id thfa ffiirtknlar iw>ik. H« 
1^ ia tfaoMByt lAfir.CiftMrPimrMniee Jiad per- 
«sittM^ilMiiM»liMi i|CAiatiaK«ftA.4oaiifgeforthe 
«iM of HiT'lflftAfeiA) pftpar «lao tewit ao cbcap, 
«ihI lifciiJii tA «iitetfo«ib Itafr^ daiiiRi of authots 
oOMoAlte Inid; wkcRbjraot ooljr^M praoeof the 
lMMst«)i)|*iti^fti4!$«ctWM4riHf m bmt im^ 

mtfretfiil t?o«iu(iff'l»ti»*inadUr'of*lria^ applaiue, yei^ 
of hit iMiM^j by toeh Mr'WoaldiMitlier earn the one 
nor 4efer#ft tho other. fUt Hiewiit time the licence 
of the pRii wat sodit that it ^grew daiiferous to 
ref^oe ttaim dlher; ibr thep wonJd forthwith pub- 
lish slMtes^uapimMiedy tfaa^Btthoit facing anony- 
inoas,»an44kiillaBg ante the wii^gs Of p«ibiishers, 
« let of tuan who never templed to vend either ca<- 
lamnf^ or JMfespheniy, at 'long 'at' the Town would 
collltarit* ■■ 

• WoiV oilr A\Mlior^ . iiflo^. iiK^Choie times, did 
coticeieo It on oodaavour well . «orthjr an honest 
satirist, to dissuade the dull, and punish tho wicked, 
the 6nljr waj that was feft. In thatpflbUc-spinted 

'■■.■■ 

* Vide Bo$8Uj Do Poeme Bpiquie^ ohap. Tiii. 
VUumilK . ' "!& 
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view he laid the plan of this Poem, as the greatest 
sprvice he was capable (without much hurt, or being 
siain) to render his dear county. First, taking things 
from their original, he con.4dereth the causes crea- 
tive of such authors, namely, dulness and poverty; 
the one born with them, the other contracted by neg- 
lect of their proper talents, through self-conceit of 
greater abilities. This truth he wrappeth in an alle- 
gory* (as the construction of epic poesy requiretb) 
(tnd feigns that one of these goddesses had taken up 
her abode with the other, and that they jointly in- 
spired all such writers and such works f. He pro- 
ceedeth to shew the qualities they bestow on these 
authors, and the effects they produce | : then the 
materials, or stock, with which they furnish them || ; 
and (above all) that self-opinion • * which causeth it 
to seem to themselves vastly greater than it is^ and is 
the prime motive of their setting up in this sad and 
sorry merchandise. The great power of these god- 
desses acting in alliance (whereof as the one is the 
mother of industry, so is the other of plodding) w<is 
to be exemplified in some one, great, and remark- 
able action f f : and none could be more so than 
than that which our Poet hath chosen, viz. the resto- 
ration of the reign of Chaos and Night, by the 
ministry of Dulness their daughter, in the removal 



♦ Bossu, chap.vii. f Book I. ver. 32, &c. 
J Ver. 45, to 54 II Ver. 57, to 77. ** Vcr. 80. 
•\ f Bossu, cnap. vii. Viii. 
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?r imperial seat from the City to the polite 
Id ; as the action of the Mneid is the restoraticii 

empire of Troy, by the removal of the rare from 
e to Latium. But as Homer singing only the 
I of Achilles, yet inclndes in his poem the whole 
y of the Trojan war; in like manner our Au- 
hath drawn into this single action the \^holo 
y of Dulness and her children, 
serson must next be fixed upon tt> support this 
n: This phantom^ in the poet's mind, must have 

le*. He finds it to be ; and he becomes 

irse the Hero of the Poem, 
e fable being thus, according to the best exam- 
ine and entire, as contained in the proposition ; 
lachinery is a continued chain of allegories, set- 
forth the whole power, ministry, and empire of 
ess, extended through her subordinate instru- 
s in all her various operations, 
is is branched into episodes, each of which hath 
oral apart, though all conducive to the main end. 
crowd assembled in the Second Book demon- 
's the design to be more extensive than to bad 

only, and that we may expect other episodes of 
tatrons, encouragers, or paymasters, of such 
irs, as occasion shall bring them forth. And 
Third Book, if well considered, seemeth to em- 

the whole world. Each of the Games relateth 
me or other vile class of writers. The first 

lossu, chap. viii. Vide Aristot, Poetic, cap. ix. 

Eij 
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concerneth the Plagiary, to whom he giveth the n 
of Moore; the second the libellous Novelist, wl 
he stylethElica; the third, the flattering Bedica 
the fourth, the bawling Critic, or noisy Poet; 
fifth, the dark and dirty Party-writer; andsooJ 
rest; assigning to each some proper name orot 
such as he could find. 

As for the Characters, the Public hath aln 
acknowledged how justly they are drawn. The b 
nersare so depicted, and the sentiments so pea 
to those to whom applied, that surely to trai 
them to any other or wiser personages, wouk 
exceeding difficult: and certain it is, thatevery pel 
concerned, being consulted apart, hath readily ovt 
the resemblance of every portrait, his own excep 
So Mr. Gibber calls them " a parcel of poor wretc 
** so many silly flies*;'* but adds, '' our Autt 
*' wit is remarkably more bare and barren when* 
''it would fall foul on Gibber than upon any o 
** person whatever." 

The Descriptions are singular, the Gomparii 
very quaint, the Narration various, yet of one cole 
the purity and chastity of Diction is so preser 
that in the places most suspicious, not the We 
but only the Images have been censured; and' 
are those Images no other than have been sanct. 
by ancient and classical authority, (though, as 
the manner of those good times, not so curioi 

* Gibber's Letter to Mr. P. p. 9, 12, 41. 
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wrapped up) yea, and comrtiented upon by the most 
grave doctors and approved critics. 

As it beareth the name of Epic, it is thereby sub- 
jected to such severe indispensable rules as are laid on 
all Neoterics, a strict imitation of the Ancients; in* 
soDiuch that any deviation^ accompanied with what- 
ever poetic beauties, bath always been censured by 
the sound critic. How exact that imitation hath been 
in this piece^ appeareth not only by its general struc 
tufe, but by particular allusions infinite, many 
whereof have escaped both the Commentator and 
Poet himself; yea, divers, by his exceeding diligence, 
are to altered and interwoven with the re^t, that 
several have already been, and more will be, by 
the ignorant abused, as altcgether and originally 
his own* 

In a word, the whole Poem proveth itself to be 
the work of our Author, when his faculties were in 
full vigour and perfection; at that exact time when 
years have ripened the judgment without diminish- 
ing the imagination; which, by good critics, is 
held to be punctually at Jorty : for at that season it 
was that Virgil finished his Georgics; and Sir Ri- 
chard Blackmore, at the like age, composing his Ar- 
thurs, declared the same to be the very acme and 
pitch of life for epic poesy; though, since, he hath 
altered it torn/)-, the year in which he publislied his 
Alfred^. XVue it is that the talents for criti<isn<, 

* See his Essav?. 

E iij 
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namely, smartness, quick censure, vivaqity of re- 
marks, certainty of asseveration, indeed all but acer- 
bity, seem rather the gifts of youth than of riper 
age: but it is far otherwise in poetry; witness the 
works of Mr. Rymer an^ Mr. Dennis, who begin- 
ning with Criticism, became afterwards such poets 
as no age hath paralleled. With good reason, there* 
fore, did our Author choose to write his Essay on 
that subject at twenty, and reserve for his maturer 
years this great and wonderful work of thx z>um- 

CIAD, P. 



RICARDUS ARISTARCHUS 

OF THE HERO OF THE POEM. 

Of the nature of Dunciad in general, whence deri- 
ved, and on what authority founded, as well as of 
the art and conduct of this our Poem in part icular> the 
learned and laborious Scriblerus hath, according to 
his manner, and with tolerable share of judgment, 
dissertated; but when he cometh to speak of the 
Person of the Hero fitted for such poem, in truth 
he miserably halts and hallucinates: for, misled by 
one Monsieur Bossu, a Gallic critic, he prateth of 
I cannot tell what phantom of a hero, only raised 
)ip to support the fable. A putid conceit! as if 
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Homer and Virgil, like modem undertakers, wl.o 
fiTSi build their bouse, and then seek out for a te- 
nant, had contrived the story of a War and a Wan- 
dering before they once thought either of Achilles or 
^neas. We shall, therefore, set our good brother 
and the world also right in this particular, by as- 
suring them that, in the Greater Kpic, the prin.e 
intention of the Muse is to exalt heroic virtue, in 
order to propagate the love cf it among the children 
of men; and, consequently, that the poet's first 
tiiought must needs be turned upon a real subject 
meet for laud and celebration; not one whom he 
ie to make, but one whom he may find, tniiy 
illustrious. This is the primum mobile of his poetic 
world, whence every thing is to receive life and 
motion: for, this subject being found, he is imme- 
diately ordained, or rather acknowledged, an hero, 
and put upon such action as bclitteth the dignity of 
his character. 

But the Muse ceaseth not here her eagle-fii^ht: 
for sometimes, satiated with the contemplation of 
these suns of glory, she tumeth downward on her 
wing, and darts with Jove's lightning on the proose 
and serpent kind. For we apply to the Mvse, in 
her various moods, what an ancient master of 
wisdom affirmeth of the gods in general: * Si Dii 
' non irascuntur impiis et injustis, nee pios utique 
' justosque diligunt. In rebus enim diversis, ut in 
* utramque partem moveri necccsse est, aut in neu- 
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' tram. Itaque qui bonos diiigit et nialos odit; et 
' qui malos non odit, nee bonos diiigit.- Quia et dili- 
' gere bonos ex odio malorum venit ; et malos odisse 
• ex benorum caritate dtscendit/ Which, in our 
vernacular idiom, may be thus interpreted: '^ If 
*' the gods be not provoked at evil men, neither are 
** they delighted with the good and just: for con- 
" trary ob'ects must either excite contrary affections 
*' or no aftections at aU. So that he who loveth good 
" men must at the same time hate the bad; and he 
*^ who hateth not bad men cannot love the good; be- 
*' cause to love good men proceedeth from an aversion 
*' to evil, and to hate evil men from a tenderness to 
'' the good.*' From thi&delicacy erf the Muse arose the 
Little Kpic, (more lively and choleric than her elder 
sister, whoic bulk and complexion incline her to the 
ilegmatic) and for this some notorious vehicle of vice 
and folly was sought out to make thereof an example ; 
an early instance of which (nor could it escape the 
accurate Scriblerus) the father of epic poem himself, 
aiibrdeth us. From him the practice descended to 
the Greek dramatic poets his offspring; who, in the 
compusition of their tetralogy, or set of four pieces, 
were wont to make the last a satiric tragedy. Hap- 
pily or;e of these ancient Dunciads (as we may well 
tfrm it) is come down unto us, amongst the t rage* 
diciiofthe poet Euripide^; and what doth the reader 
suppose may be the subject thereof? Why in truth, 
iiW it to worthy obtervation, the unequal contest cf an 



oW> Mlp dAmuiMt l^uftwQ Cyclopia wiUi the hea- 
v ni d to e c tc i ifttyiwite HWam^: who^ nfiei having 

ribaUrr, aicbtli.te fiMw ifl pmOdiii^r Ilim w4tl( 
the om^ oC.w iwUiUt^ InrmT ioi U» l^hMuL— 
Maj we not then be excused If, fo* M fofur^ w« 
BOMlrMr the <pii» o£-BEoaMr, Vlifi»i^aiR4 Miltmn, 
tiiMMt Willi tiii» oar Fbtm» » a tioni^ tenalagy^ 
l«UlH|ikl^ 4k JahtiMrt^rM^Mi t^^^ 

- iFioecad'wdi lfciitf w ty toour iriljacfc Ittethbetn 
l0iv, n«i, alia ^Jm' yttfh Mill ramainelli' s question, 
wliitlMrtha Hem. ciihr^teMfar Spteihantft he att 
fcademqui; cr,miimThKma^ «riti«rc|i|MMM if, «• 
kfifm^ AiMM*} Wftr M»«rwfaBltt«4'^iiny' chnibt 
hal tet theijieio vT the |4tt]« X|rie Aeukl be hi» 
f^aq^a p yaj ^ iii.; lie«i»»iotaaaihraBta|perfo« 
4iiadk i*iaa!y(Qbsriva hew^knaeh j««Mff the moraJ of 
ihiil potnka^tet medft be trMlv «» impmrtapt a ques- 
tm ii lavriirai^ tei4e<Ly 

Oat th^biitiMt etntt)»kB»ie> n&t (let me add) 
avefyfdalfilJhalE^iaafiedi^lhraXHiptiad.' There 
went ttiil eatoc aoeM: vu^agfiM h^t teaeaoblaaee, 
qgyilrfltki btftw ^ 'tha hwoat tif tfce twe poems.; aad 
tbisi i9M)aABr/to aMHtWhai Neoteric etifics call the 
P^Mfili^lir^oCihi U«eUeit:gi«aeaaftl»JUttie£pic. 
Vm ft bffNit agiMkthat tha constituent qualities of 

* Si un heros poetique doit etre un honnete homme, 
Bqhu^ Dvl I'o^iqaBpiqui^Uv^ v« ch. $. 
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the Greater Epic Hero are -wisdcm, bravery y and lave, 
from whence springeth heroic virtue ; it followeih that 
those of the Lesser Epic Hero should be va^iiyj assu- 
rance^ and debauchery: ffom which happy assemblage 
resulteth Heroic Duhiess^ the never-dying subject of 
this our Poem. 

This being settled, come we now to particulars.— 
It is the ch^iracter of true wisdom to seek its chief 
support and confidence within itself^ and to place 
that support in the resources which proceed from 
a conscious rectitude ot will. — And are the advan- 
tages of vanity, when arising to the heroic standardi 
at all, short of this self-complacence ? nay, are they 
not in the opinion of the enamoured owner, far be- 
yond it? '< Let the world (will such a one say) 
*' impute to me what folly, or weakness they please; 
" but till wisdom can give me something that will 
*' make me more heartily happy, I am contented 
*' to be gazed. at *.'* This, ive see, is vanity, ac- 
cording to the heroic gage or measure: not that 
low and ignoble species which pretendeth to virtues 
we hdve not; but the laudable ambition of bein^ 
gazed at for glorying in those vices which every body 
knows we have. " The world may ask (says he) 
** why I make my follies public? Why not? I 
'* have passed my time very pleasantly with them f." 
In short, there is no sort of vanity such a Hero 
would scruple to exult in but that which might go 

* Ded. to the life of C. Gibber. f-Life, p. 2. Oct. edit. 
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near to degrade him from his I^igh station in this 
our Dunciad, namely, ** Whether it would not be 
** vanity ip him to take shame to himself for not 
** being a wise man*?" 

Bravery, the second attribute of thp true hero, is 
courage manifesting itself in every limb ; wliile 
its correspondent virtue in the mock hero is that 
same courage all collected into the face. And as 
power, when drawn together, must need^ have more 
force and spirit than when dispersed, we generally 
find this kind of courage in so high and heroic a 
degree, tliat it insults not only men, but gods. Me- 
zentius is, without doubt, the bravest character in 
all the i5£neis: but how? His bravery, we know, 
was an high courage of blasphemy. And can we say 
less of this brave man's? who having told us that 
he placed "his summum bonum in those follies wliich 
" he was not content ^barely to possess, but would 
'* likewise glory in," adds, " If I am misguided, 'tis 
** Nature's fault, and I follow herf." Nor can we 
be mistaken in making this happy quality a species 
of courage, when we consider those illus.rious marks 
of it which made his face " more known (as he 
<< justly boasteth) than most in the kingdom;" and 
his language to consist of what we must allow to be 
the most daring figure of speech, that which is taken 
from the name of God. 

Gentle love, the next ingredient in the true hero's 

• Life of C. Cibber, p. 2. octavo, f Ibid. p. 1:3. 
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composition, is a mere bird of passage, or (as Shalce- 
speare calls it) Summer-teetr.ing lust, and evaporates 
in the heat of youth; doubtless by that refinement it 
suffers in passing through those certain strainers, 
which our Poet somewhere speaketh of* ; but when 
it is let alone to work upon the lees, it acquireth 
strength by old age, and becometh a lasting ornament 
to the Little Epic. It is true, indeed, there is one 
objection to its fitness for such an use; for not only 
the ignorant may think it common, but it is ad- 
mitted to be so even by him who best knoweth its 
value. " Don't you think (argueth he) to say only 
** a man has his whore f, ought to go for little, or 
" nothing ? Because, defeniii numeris, take the first 
*• ten thousand men you meet, and, I believe, you 
** would be no loser if you betted ten to one that 
*' every single sinner of tliem, one with another, bad 
*' been guilty of the same frailty J." But here he 
seemeth not to have done justice to himself: the mad 
is sure enough a hero who hath his lady at fourscore. 
How doth his modesty herein lessen the merit of a 
whole well-spent life? not taking to himself the coiA- 
tnendation (which Horace accounted the greatest 
in a theatrical character) of continuing to the very 
dregs the &ame he was from the beginning, 

♦ Lust, through some certain strainers well refin'd. 
Is gentle love, and charms alt womankind, 
t Alluding to theoclinesintheEpisl.toDr.Arbuthnbt; 
** And has not Colly still his lord and whort', 
*' His butchers Henlev, his free-masons Moore?" 
/ C. Cibber'i Letter toMr. F. ?. ^o. 
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** •^'•Servetar ad imora 

** Qyalis ab incepto processenit/*— 

But here, in justice both to the Poet and the Hero, 
let us farther remark, that the calling her his whore, 
implie:h she was his own, and not his neighbour's. 
Truly, a commendable continence! and suchasSci* 
pio himself must have applauded: for how much 
self-denial was necessary not to covet his neighbour's 
whore ! and what disorders must the coveting her 
have occasioned in that society, where, (according to 
this political calculator) nine in ten of all ages have 
their concubines! 

We have now, as briefly as we could devise, gone 
through the three constituent qualities of either Hero; 
but it is not in any, or in all of these, that heroism 
properly or essentially resideth. It is a lucky result 
rather from the collision of these lively qualities 
against one another. Thus, as from wisdom, bravery, 
and love, ariseth magnanimity, the object of admi- 
ration, which is the aim of thj Greater Epic; so from 
vanity, impudence, and debauchery, springeth buf- 
foonery, the source of ridicule, that '* laughing or- 
" nament/' as the owner well termeth it* of the 
Little Fpic. 

He is not ashamed (God forbid he ever should be 
whamed!) of this char.xter, who deemeth that not 
reason, but risibility, distinguisheth the human spe- 
cies from thebratdl. «* As Nature (saith this profound 

• C. Cibbcr's Letter to Mr. P. p. ji. 
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*' philosopher) cMstinguished our fipecies from the 
** mute creation by our risibility, her design must 
** have been, by th.it faculty, as evidently to raise our 
*' happiness, as by our os sublim: (out erected faces) 
" to lift the dignity of our form above them*." All 
this considered, how complete a hero must he t>e, as 
well as how happy a man, whose risibility lieth not 
barely in his muscles, as in the common sort, hut (as 
liimself informeth us) in his very spirits ! and whose 
OS svbl'me is not simply an erect face, but a brazen 
head; as should seem by his preferring it to one of 
iron, said to belong to the late King of Sweden f. 

But whatever personal qualities a hero may have, 
the examples of Achilles and .'Fncas shew us, that 
all those are of small avail without the constant as- 
sistance of the gods ; for tlic subversion and erection 
of empires have never be\n adjudgejl the work of man. 
How greatly soever then we mn)' esteem of his high 
talents, we can hardly conceive his personal prowess 
alone sufficient to restore tlie tiecaycd empire of Dul- 
iiess. So weighty an uchievcinc'iit must require the 
particular favour and protec rion of the gre.:t, who 
being the natural patrons and supporters of letters, as 
tjie ancient gods were rf Troy, must first be drawn 
oft', and cMga^ed in another interest, before the total 
subvi-rsioM of tiiem aii be acroinplislicd. To sur- 
mount, therefore, this laU and gre -.test difficulty, we 
Ii.ive, in this excellent man, a professed favourite an J 

* C. CiuhCT^i Life, p. 23, 24. f Letter, p. 8. 
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ihtiimdo oftlie-IMrf^ And look of what force Anci- 
citt pkH^iir^'fo^^M'Vtit' gttd&brM^ the party of 

to etig^tf iMi^M di^^ 
> initio wt%m MiHF4ir'jMW ^ir Wleitfow out 
Ihit iKilA^W^#V^UM.^Bbf-tt6#'Jte hnp&tient 
ltti^\«ld!l>W4ft Hi ilirf/ If ^'Wsf^r ma Various 
8yk«i j^ I^UbUiKfait «9»'^'0c^j^^ shall 

iiimce4^ 9ait MtfOm^f m iMihtmA who 
«e^ mit • ••M>lM<dP3^' tftiaip jtilT tlSt ^^mm, uhMt indi- 
»idl^ri^^riI-<ift^a^rf fa^ fe^' ^ ^y ft lh'il%R»UHiiese rare 
HNU#fJ ttiiliA)^' ditallikifltoM te?^ to meet 

uid'cotob«htai/««4tItte'itt«)lig^ fullest 

f h^fiid^bAblkJte; fftdeM^' ito^'ibe iMrm itself, 
might l»e inijpiifed on in the late sporitmriedHions, by 
rtanaic ^'What' 6hamt«ara o# Phaiitdhr^ but it 
w«»wit'9V4Mi|i'<to:kiipM^i>n hlM WlkND t^ egregi- 
ouserrariiiM of all oanc«med^ fl»r. no sooner had 
the FdttpA SMi faUd.oiitn tlifrMgh^nd. swelling 
scene, but bo'ricofniaed his own heroic >atts; ana 



I >■ '• 



(tli^qgb .taniff^ ij^ply ,np moio^tban one ^ crowned 
with ,laiao^iM;-bi|fi||teth 997 afwciateqr oonsort in 
emjMre). hp.,lQudI]c «^w^^ this ipdjgnitjr to v lolated 
majesty. . Ii^ed ^^t ^w^tbontr csfui^ he beir^ there 
represented as &st asleep; so misbeseeming the eye 
of Empire^ W]i|oi^4aEi tfaatof Praviddic^i should never 
dote nor sfiunb^r, '5*^1 (saitfarbe) Attt asle^^ vv 
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*' seems! tliat it is a little too strong. Pert and dull 
" at least you might have allowed me, but as sel- 
"dom asleep as any fool*." However, the injured 
I^aureat may comfort himself with this reflection, 
that though it be asleep, yet it is not the sleep of 
death, but of immortality. Here be will f live at 
least, though not awake, and in no worse condition 
than many an enchanted hero before him. The fo- 
mous Durandarte, for instance, was, like him, cast 
into a long slumber by Merlin the British bard and 
necromancer; and his example for submitting to it 
with a good grace might be of service to our Hero: 
for that disastrous knight, being sorely pressed or 
driven to make his answer, by several persons of qua- 
lity^, only replied with a sigh, ** Patience^ and 
shuffle the cards ||." 

But now, as nothing in this world, no not the most 
sacred and perfect things, either of religion or govern- 
ment, can escape the sting of envy, methinks, I al- 
ready hear these carpers objecting to the cle^irness of 
pur Hero's title. 

It would never (say they) have been esteemed 
sutficient to make an hero for the Iliad of ^neis, 
that Achilles was brave enough to overturn one em- 
pire, or -Sneas pious enough to raise another, had 
they not been goddess-born, and princes-bred. — 
WhrA then did this author mean by erecting a pla}*er 

* C. Gibber's Letter, p. 53. t Ibid. p. i . 

I See Gibber's Letter to Mr. P. 

II Don Quixoie, Pan II. Book ii. ch. zi. 
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instead of one of his patrons, (a person *• Never a 
" hero even on the stage*") to this dignity of col- 
league in the empire of Dulness, and achiever of a 
work that neither old Omar, Attila, nor John of Ley- 
den, could entirely bring to pass ? 

To all this we have, as we conceive, a suflicient 
answer from the Roman historian, Fabrum, eisc sua 
qtumquc /oriuna : ** That every man is the carver of 
** his own fortune." The politic Florentine, Nicholas 
Machiavel, goeth still further^ and affirmeth, that 
a man neeueth but to believe himself a hero to be one 
of the worthiest that ever breathed. " Let him (saith 
** he) but £ancy himself capable of high things, 
** and he will of course be able to achieve the high- 
*' est." From this principle it followeth, that no- 
thing can exceed our Hero's prowess^ as nothing 
ever equalled the greatness of his conceptions. Hoar 
how he constantly paragons himself; at one time 
to Alexander the Great imd Charles XH. of Sue- 
den, for the excess and delicacy of his anjbitionf ; 
to Henry IV. of France, for houest policy +; t ^» ilie 
first Urutu.s for love of liberty || ; and to Sir Kobvrt 
Walpolc, for good government while in ijo.vir *'*^, 
At another time to the godlike Socrates, lor luo di- 
versions and amusements! ; to Horace, Moiitaif^i.e, 
and Sir William 'J'cmple, for an cle;;j3nt vanity 

* See C. Gibber's Life, p. 148. f lb. 149. : lb, 
p. 424. 
Ii 10. p. 366. ** lb. p. 457. 4- lb, p. 18. 

r iij 
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that maketh them for ever read and admired*; to trvo 
Lord Chancellors for law, from whom, when con- 
federate against him at the bar, he carried away the 
prize of Eloquencet; and, to say all in a word, to the 
Right Reverend the Lord Bishop of London himself^ 
in the art of writing Pastoral letters J. 

Nor did his actions foil short of the sublimity of 
his conceit. In his early youth he niet tlie Revolu- 
tion II face to face in Nottingham, at a time when 
other patiiots contented themselves to follow her. 
It was here he got acquainted with Old Battle-array, 
of whom he hath made so honourable mention in 
one of his immortal odes**. But he shone in courts 
as well as camps: he was called up when the na- 
tion fell in labour of this Revolution ^, and was a 
gossip at her christening with the bishop and the 
ladies |[. 

As to his birth, it is true, he pretendeth no relation 
either to Heathen god or goddess; but, what is as 
good, he was descended from a Maker of both f. And 
that he did not pass himself on the world for a hero, 
as well by birth as education, was his own fault; for 
his lineage he bringeth into his life as an anecdote, 
and is sensible he had it in his power to be thought 
no body's son at all I : and what is that, I pray you, 
b'Jt coming into the world a hero ? 

♦C. Gibber's Life, p. 425. tP.436,4?7. +P. 52-||P.47. 
*• '* Old Batt!e-arrav in confusion is fled ; 

'* And olive-rob'd Peace iscome in hisstead,*' &c. 
Gibber's Birlb ; or, New Year's Day Ode. 

^ Cibber'iLik^ip. SI' l\ ?• S^> 59« 4 A Sutuary, 
* LiCti. p, 6, 
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Bnt be if (thepimctUkNit bwt of cfritefMesy to re- 
^airinf ) .thiit ft'lNlp of iboit thiii niJMntI' toth must 
Bcraf bo piocniAM nwlbfi'iUUMWMliVs^'^TOli for this 
ire hM a mo/Mtk: Wo- call oMflf ^derive our 
HeioV pedigri;0'*fton '• fodtet of '1ioi«iaIl' power 
ilndaatboritf taiongife^ifiiQg «id i^ftlBikto and in- 
likal him'aftvtfiHfitlitcliiilGalaaiMtiM^ 
ibry tike a*tibe afideiht li^ l»«ttl aton (^ Mars in 
H wigiif vranriipr/ a von o| K^l^tmie in^ skilful sea- 
tbtm, a ton of ThoBbturlo * faannonloiit poet ; to have 
%• iMtfa,' if D^ed be» a^-ribn of Fottimo ib an artful 
tSameiter. And wbo, I |iniy you, fitter than the 
Aftprlngof Chanel 'to wu}$t iiir reeling the empire 
bfN%ht«idChaot? 

Tbere ^' in tAkHi ^ atUttber' oibjeet^ of greater 
ivel^VJuAlely; '''Tint tl^heto«tiffesltteth, and 
«< hath ildt jret MUihed iiis earfhly course. For if 
^•ifoMAyidwdl^ *'■ 



Miap^aiwit^UlMklttll (BdiiwtMtk 



<« 



Tlwi qo num could be called happy till his death, 
."snieiy^Meb lets can ^y.OAH^ till iheoj be pro- 
" nonnced a hero; this species of men being far more 
" sobjeet tlwK olJ^jt to the caprices of Fortune and 
" Hinnonv." But to this also we have an answer, 
that will (we hope) jbe deemed decisive. It cometh 
from.himself, who, to cut this matter short, hath so- 
lemnly protested that he will never change or c^ix^&^^w^. 
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With regard to his Vanity, he cleclareth that no- 
thing shall ever part them. ** Nature (saith he) 
''hath amply supplied me in vanity; a pleasure 
** which neither the pertness of uit, nor the gravity 
** of wisdom, will ever persuade me to part with*." 
Our Poet had charitably endeavoured to administer 
a cure to it ; but he teileth us plainly, ** My supe- 
" riors, perhaps, may be mended by him ; but, for 
** my part, I own myself incorrigible. I look upon 
** my follies as the best part of my fonune f." And 
with good reason ; we see to what they have brought 
him ! 

Secondly, as to Buffoonry, *• Is it (saith he) a time 
** of day for me to leave off these fooleriej?, and set 
** up a new character? I can no more put oiT my fol- 
** lies than my skin : I have often tried, but they stick 
** too close to me; nor am I sure my frion»Js are di$- 
** pleased with them, for in this light 1 atibrd them 
** frequent matter of mirth,*' &?c. (sc. J. Having 
then so publickly declared himself incorrigible he is 
become dead in law, (I mean the law Epopccian) 
and devolveth upon the Poet, is now his property; 
and may be taken and dealt with like an old Egyp- 
tian hero, that is to say, emboweled and embalmed 
for posterity. 

Nothing therefore (we conceive) remaincth to hin- 
der his own prophesy of himself from taking imme- 
diate effect. A rare felii ity ! and what f^'w prophets 
have had the satisfaction to see alive 1 Nor can we 

» C Cibber's Life, p. 424. -^ Vb.^j, 19. t !*>• P- »7- 
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conclude better than with that extraordinary one of 
his, which he conceived in these oraculous words, 
« My Dalness will find somebody to do it right *.'* 

** Tandem Phoebus adeit, monusque inferre ptreotcm 
** CoogeUtf at {Hitakwt ut anmt, indurat iiiMut f." 

* Gibber's Life, p. 243, octavo edit. 

f Ovid, of the serpent biting at Orpheus's head. 



PREFACE 

Frgfixed to the fivi first imperfect editions of the Dunciad, in 
three books, printed at Dublin and London, in octavo and 
duodecimo^ i'Jl'J, 

THE PUBLISHER* TO THE READER. 

It will be found a true observation, though some- 
what surprising, that when any scandal is vented 
against a man of the highest distinction and charac- 

The publisher •.] Wlio he was is uncertain; but Ed- 
ward Ward tells us, in his Preface to Durgen, * * That 
** most judges are of opinion this Preface is not of 
" English extraction, but Hibernian,"^c. He means 
it was written by Dr. Swift, who, whether the pub- 
lisher or not, may be said, in a sort, to be author of 
the Poem. For when he, together with Mr. Pope (for 
reasons specified in the Preface to their Miscellanies) 
determined to own the mo»t trifling pieces in which 
they had any hand, and to destroy alitnat remained in 
their power, the first sketch of this Poem was snatched 
from the fire by Dr. Swift, who persuaded his friend 
to proceed in it, and to him it was therefore inscribed. 
But the occasion of printing it was as follows ; 



^O PREFACE. 

tcr, either in the state or literature, the public in ge- 
neral aifurd it a most quiet reception, and the larger 
part accept it as fjvourabiy as if it were some kind- 
ness done to themselves; whereas, if a known scoun- 
drel or blockhead but ehanc^ to be touclied upon, a 
whole legion is up in arms, and it becomes the com- 
mon cause of all scribblers, l>ookseller3, and printers 
wJiatsoever. 

There was published in those NT iscellanies a Ti>a- 
tisc of the liaihos, or, art of Sinking in Voetrx ; in 
which was a chapter, whe.e the species of b-id writers 
were ranged in classes, and initial letters of name* 
prefixed, for the most part, at random. But such wai 
the number gf poets eminent in that art, that M>mc 
cne or other took every letter to hitnself. A" *«ill ^^^^ 
so violent a fury, that for half a year, or more, the 
common newspapers (in most of which they had some 
property, as being hired writers) were filled with the 
most abusive falsehoods and scurrilities rhev could 
possibly devise; a liberty no ways to be wondered at 
in those people, and in those papers, that, for many 
vears, during the uncontrolled licence of the press, 
had aspersed almost all the great characters (>f the age; 
and this with impunity, their own persons and names 
t>eing utterly secret and obscure. This gave Mr. Pope 
thethoughf, that he had now some opportunity of doing 
good, by defecting and dragging into light these com- 
mon enemies of mankind ; since, to mvalidate this 
universal slander, it sufficed to shew what contempti- 
ble men were the authors of it. He was not without 
hopes that, bv manifesting the dulness of those who 
had only malice to recommend them, either the book- 
sellers) would not find their account in employing them, 
orthemen them>elves, when discovered, want courage 
to proceed in so unlawful an occupation. This it was 
that gave binh to the Dunciad; and he thought it an 
happiness that, by the late flood of ^Iander on himself, 
/jt' h. id acquired such a peculiar right over their nam«4 
iifi was /jeccoiiary to his dcsigtv. 
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' "Hot to seairclitob ^eefiy lotQ ^be reiasonjbereof, I 
win miTjf dbiMhrir ky a^f;tftlt ^4rf Y^a.for these 
two Hicwithii^ili'r^ isSHfowli iM^if BM^w^ with 
pamphlets^ advirtiieiiients, letten> anw]' weekly es- 
lOiya */ niibt otail y ' 'Againkt. Uie wit' «id waitings, but 
afliihst tiie citaracter and pendn/ of Mrl t^op^; and 
thAf tff ill thM ^nea. who haiv« received, pleasure 
from hU WorlEif, twhicB, bj modest IcomputatioB. 
mayfitfmiit ahUiraied thouaand m mete Kingdoms 
of England and^ihsland, not to ia^fioh Jersey, 
Onitakji tfie tSFrcddes, fli£»e iii the' Ne# World^ 
and ibt^iehert ii/tio baV6 translated htm into their 
languagoi) of tfl this imiAbemot a man' hath stood 
op tesay ^ wordin hIsiSefAicr. ' ' ' 

The onfy ^xd^tion is tte iMsttf the follow- 
ing Poemj wW doubtfesi had either a better insight 

Pamkbf/fU^ sigtrtitm^nU, Ibcj] .' Scf thji ;Hst of those 
anonymoiM pajpersj^' with their 'dates and authors an- 
nexed; inserted betm the Poem. 

Abimt an h i tad n dHMaMitd.l • It is sniprisitig with what 
stupidity this .Pretace, wnicb is almost a continued 
irony, was taken by those authors. All such pa:>sages 
as'tbese.were widefstood by Cur!, Cook; Cibber, and 
others, to be serious. Here the Lauieat (Letter to 
Mr. Pope, p. 9.) " Though I grant the Dunciad a 
** better'^em'vf its kind than evef was writ, yet, 
'^ when Tread it with those varifWtfrftfMrtncumberances 
" of notes and remarks upon u, ftc.—- it is amaziojg^ 
^' thik you» wiio have vrlt with sbch masterly spirit 
*' upon the ruifng passion^ should be sp blind a slave 
" to jjfcnt own, asnot to see hOW fiir a Y^w avarice of^ 
** pmiu,** &G.' (taking it for granted that the notes oi 
Scriblenis andwthers were ihe Author's own ) 

irony, speakjnj^ of Mr. Fop«hiins«V1L > 
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into the grounds of this clamour, or a better o 
of Mr. Pope's integrity, joined with a greate 
8ona1 love for him than any other of his nut 
friends and admirers. 

Further, that he was in his peculiar intimac 
pears from the knowledge he manifests of th 
private authors of all the anonymous pieces « 
him, and from his having in this Poem* attacl 
man living who had not beofre printed or pul 
some scandal against this gentleman. 

How I came possessed of it is no concern 
reader ; but it would have been a wrong to h 
I detained the publication ; since those names 
are its chief ornaments die off daily so fast, i 
render it too soon unintelligible. If it prove 
author to give us a more perfect edition, I hi 
end. 

Who he is, I cannot say, and (which is 
pity) there is certainly nothing in his style an 
ner of writing which can distinguish or disco vt 
for if it bears any resemblance to that of Mr 
it is not improbable but it might be done on p 
with a view to have it pass for his. But by 



M. - • ! 



qwMy oOWallariMi te Virgil, and a libouRd <not 



ttMita^aWTil rfaMiw if flu BwMb yoti tlan 
■f ilLitlnitiir; iw*teft«ti>ul if iht —ji'mta with 
bitfrimd. 

IknebwavcUd^inMdi'tUI au work wu the 
Umbt t£:tt» iU rMH* «< kU lifcf.iad-thu he 
II ItH afocuiona md 



fatMM to fewtew i^nn h, ■• wonU Mem by (hi» 
. TOW «r flWkH, wkidi «nt dud M tbt hud o( his 



Tbi laiinir offult tiiymrr, »f .] This also was honestly 
and Milau&ly believed bj divert f^enileniEn of the 
DunciRd. J.Rslph, preraceto Sawney; '' '" ' " " 



19 the labour of six VEara, with the ntic 



" (he AulhOT a sense to have employed «o large a .. -- 
" of hislife;" &c. So alioWaitl, preface to Durgeti; 
" The Dunciad, aa the publisher very wiwfy confesses, 
" cwl the Author six yean' letirenwQt from all the 
"pleasurejoflile; tiiough it is Somewhat difBcullto 
" conceive, from eilher its bulk orbeaulv, thni jl could 
"bewi long in hatching," 8ic. Buiiheleiinhoftime 
and closeness ofappliculciD were tneiilioned 10 prepoi' 
KSS the leader wilh a good opinion of it. 

They just as well underslood what Scriblerus said of 
the PaeiD. 

* Tbeprejacet tuCutl'f Key, p. j. took ihii word to 
be really in Slalius: "By a quibble on ihe word 
" Umcla, the Diati^il. is tbrmed." Mr. Ward alio 
follows him in the aaiiie opinioii. 

Vthm IK ■ O 



74 PEEFACE. 

Hence, also we learn the true title of the Poem; 
which, with the same certainty as we call that of 
Homer the Iliad, of Virgil the y^^oeid, of Camoens 
the Lusiad, we may pronounce could have beeo^ and 
can be, no other than 

THEDUNCIi^D. 
It is styled Heroic, as being doubly so; not only 
with respect to its nature, which, according to the 
best rules of the Ancients, and strictest ideas of the 
Moderns, iB critically such; but also with regard to 
the heroical disposition and high coiunage of the wri- 
ter, who dared to stir up such a formidable, irritable, 
and Implacable race of mortals. 

There may arise some obscurity in chronology 
from the names in the Poem, by the inevitable re- 
moval of some author.^, and insertion of others in 
their niches: for, whoever will consider the unity of 
the whole design, will be sensible that the Poem was 
not made for these authors, but these authors for the 
Poem. I should judge that they were clapped in as 
they rose, fresh and fresh, and changed from day to 
day ; in like manner, as when the old boughs wither 
we thrust new ones into a chimney. 

I would not have the reader !oo much troubled, or 
anxious, if he cannot decypher them; since, when 
he s!)all ha\e found them out, he will probably know 
no more of the persons than before. 

Yet we judged it better to preserve them as 
they are, than to change them for fictious names; 
by which the satire would only be multiplied, and 



LtST or BOOKS j ^€, 75 

applied to many instead of otie. Had the Hero, for 
instance, bieti called Codrus, how many would have 
affirmed him to have been jNir.T. Mr.E. Sir R.B. i &e, 
but now all that unjust scandal is saved, by calling 
him by naAie which^ by good luck, Iiappens to be 
that of a real person. 



A LIST OF 

BOOKS, PAPERS, and VERSES, 

In vAnch enr Autborwar abused bifcre the publication of the 
Durciad, with tbe true names oftbe authors. 

Keplections, Critical and Satirical, on a lale Rhap- 
sody, called an Essay on Criticism. By Mr. Denr.is, 
Printed by B. Lintot, price 6d. 

A New Rehearsal ; or, Bayes the Younger; con- 
taining an Examen of Mr. Rowe's plays, and a 
word or two on Mr« Pope's Rape of the Lock.— 
Anon. By Charles Cildon. Printed for J. Roberts, 
]7Uf price is. 

Homerides ; or, A Letter to Mr. Pope, occasioned 
by his intended tiansiation of Homer. By Sir Iliad 
Dogrel, Tbo. Burnet and G. Ducket, Enquires. Printed 
for VV. Wilkins, 171 5, price 9d. 

jllsop at the Bear-garden ; a vision, in imitation 
of the Temple of Fame, by Mr. Preston^ Sold by 
John Morphcw, 171 5, price (n^^ 
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The Catholic Poet; or^ Protestant Bamaby's sor- 
rowful lamentation; a fiallad about Homer's Iliad. 
By Mrs. Centlivre and others, 171 5, price id. 

An Epilogue to a Puppet-shonr at Bath, concern- 
ing the said Iliad. By George Dueket, Esq. Printed 
by E. Curl. 

A complete Key to the What-d'ye-call-it. Anon. 

By Griffin, a player; supervised by Mr. Tb» 

Printed by J. Roberts, 171 5. 

A true character of Mr. P. and his writings, in a 
letter to a friend. Anon. Dennis, Printed for S. Pop- 
ping, 1 7 16, price 3d. 

The Confederates, a farce. . By Joseph Gay.— 
J. D, Brevai. .— Printed for R, Burleigh, 17 17, 
price IS. 

Remailcs upon Mr. Pope's Translation of Hofner ; 
with two Letters concerning the "Windsor Forest, 
and the Temple of Fame. By Mr. Dennis, Printed 
for E. Cnrl, 1717, price is. 6d. 

Satires on the Translators of Homer, Mr. P. and 
Mr. T. Anon, B«^ MnriV. 1717, pricefkl. 

The Triumvirate ; or, A Letter from Palaemon io 
Celia, at Bath. Anon. Leonard fVeUted, ly it, folio, 
price IS. 

The Battle of Poets, an heroic poem. By Tbo. Ceoh, 
Printed for J. Roberts, folio, 17 ?5. 

Memoirs of Lilliput. Anon. Eliza Haywood, octavo. 
Printed in 1737. 

An Essay on Criticism, in prose. By tht author 
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of the Critical History of England. J. Oldmixouy 
octavo. Printed 172S. 

GuIIiveriana and Alexandriana ; with an ample 
preface and critique on Swift and Pope's Miscella- 
Diet. By JmuUban SmtdUy, Printed by J. Roberta, 
octavo, 1728. 

Characters of the Times: or. An Account of tlie 
Writings, Characters, ftc. of several gentlemen li- 
belled by S — and P — , in a late Miscellany, octavo, 
1728. 

Remarks on Mr. Pope's Rape of the Lock, in Let- 
ters to a Friend. By Mr. Dtnms', written in i7i4, 
though not printed iiW 1728, octavo. 

Verse*, Lettere, Essays, or Advertuements , in the public 

prints, 

British Journal, Nov. 25, 1727. A letter on 
Swift and Pope's Miscellanies. Written by Mr, 
(Joncanen, 

Daily Journal, March 18, 1728. A Letter by Phi- 
lomauri. James-Moore Smilb. 

Idem, March 29. A letter about Thersites, accusing 
the Author of disafilction to the government. By 
James- Moore Stuitb. 

Mist's Weekly Journal, March 30. An Fsjay 
on the Arts of a Poet's sinking in Reputation- or, 
A Supplement to the Art of sinking in Poetry, ijui- 
posed by Mr. Theobald, 

C\x\ 
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Daily Journal, April 3. A Letter imder the name 

of Philo-ditto. By James-Moore SmLb. 

Flying-Post, April 4. A Letter against Gullirer 
and Mr. P. By Mr. Olimixon. 

Daily Journal, April 5. An Auction of Goods 
at Twickenham. By James-Moorg Smith, 

The Flying-Post, April 6. A Fragment of a Trea- 
tise upon Swift and Pope. By Mr. Oldmlxon, 

The Senator, April 9. On the same. B7 Edward 
Roome» 

Daily Journal, April 8. Advertisement by Jamei" 
Moore Smith. 

Flying-Post, April ij. Verses against Dr. Swift, 
and against Mr. P — 's Homer. By J, Oldmixon, 

Daily Journal, April 23. Letter about the Trans- 
lation of the Character of Thersites in Homer. By 
Thomas Cooke, &c. 

Mist's Weekly Journal, April 27. A Letter of 
lucwis Theobald, 

Daily Journal, May 11. A Letter against Mr. P. 
at large. Anon. John Dennis, 

All these were afterwards reprinted in a pamphlet, 
entitled, A Collection of all the Verses, £ssays. 
Letters, and Advertisements, occasioned by Mr. 
Pope and Swift's Miscellanies, prefaced by Conca- 
nen. Anon, octavo, and printed for A. Moore, 
1728, price IS. Others, of an elder date, having 
lain as waste paper many years, were, upon the pub- 
lication ot the Dunciad^ brought out, and their au- 
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tholi' telfi3/vA hf tile iiN86fBniiy boolncnersy (in 
h op i H <w ipBW ]^ft tilWIH y 0f y w i dti^ y w few) byadver- 
tifiof fhim in tbit maniMrir— .'' Tlw Conftdentes, 
'* « fioee. By C*^ Btwtai (fair ivtich M Wet put 
''fnld-IlM DiponU.) An E^loffue to Powel's 
«' P«ppef4ft(Kr. By ^661; II^W*(for UPhieh ho was 
'' pfut into the DancM) j^ Eiiajt, '¥iL By Bir JZfcs&oi^ 
•* mtekmm. /^: Jli it wm lor a plmt^ of this 
«' b6ok tittt mt Kintal #1$ put Inilo Hio Dwieiad."} 
Aiidsoofotben. 



An Biny oh the Dnndoil, octavo, ]Mritttcd ioi 
J. Rd»trtak 'Qi|.t|iifrbook« F^ 9- Jt was fonnally de- 
cUuod» *« That tho complaint of the afiiresaid libels 
'' and odrertisements wat Ibrged and ontrue; that 
*' all Mrathe bed be«| aUent except In Mr. Pope's 
^* praiie'; and nothing vlo*^ ^ia pnbUffacd but by 
" Mr. Theobald." J . 

Sawney, in blank vene, occasioned by the Dun- 
dad; with a cfiti({ue itfi t^k J^iienu By V. Rdph [a 
person neresr sWntiooed in it •at first, but inserted 
nittr.] Printed by J. Bobtfit, octavo. 

A«OMpibto Key to the Dunciad. By & Car/, umo. 
price 6d, 

Aiecoml and tiiM edition of the same, with ad* 
ditions> umo. 
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The Popiad. By £, Curl, extracted fiom J« 
Dennis, Sir Richard Blackmore* Sec X2ino» price 
6d. 

The Curliad. By the same £. Curl. 

The Female Dunciad. Collected by the same Mr. 
Curl, 1 2 mo. price 6d. With the Metamorphosis of P. 
into a. stinging nettle. By Mr. Foxton, iimo. 

The Metamorphoses of Scriblerus into Snarle- 
rus. By J. SnudUy, printed for A. Moore^ folio^ 
price 6d, 

The Dunciad Dissected. By Curl and Mrs. Tbemas, 
izmo. 

An Essay on the Taste and Writings of the present 
times. Said to be writ by a gentleman of C.C.C.Oxon. 
Printed for J. Roberts, octavo. 

The Arts of Logic and Rhetoric, partly taken from 
Bouhours, with new reflections, &c. By John <Xdmix»n, 
octavo. 

Remarks on the Dunciad. By Mr. DtnnU, dedicated 
to Theobald, octavo. 

A Supplement to the profound. Anon. By Afaf- 
tbnv Concanen, octavo. 

Mist's Weekly Journal, June 8. A long Letter, 
signed W. A. writ by some or other of the club of 
Theobald, Dennis, Moore, Concanen, Cooke, who, for SOmC 
time, held constant weekly meetings for thei>e kind of 
performances. 

Daily Journal, June ii. A 'letter signed Philo- 

Scriblerus, on the name of Pope Letter to Mr. 

Theobald, in verse, signed B. M. Bezaleel Morris, 
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against Mr. P . Many other little epigrams, 

about this tinie, in the same papers, by James Mocre 
and others. 

Mist's Journal, June 22, A Letter by Itiw/ Tbeo- 
hold, - .. 

Flying-Post, Aug. 8. Letter on Pope and Swift. 
Daily Journal, Aug. 8. Letter charging the Author 
of the Dunciad with trie^n. 

Durgen: A plain Satire on a pompous Satirist. By 
Edward Ward, with a little of James Moore. 
Apollo's Magot in his Cups. By £. Ward. 
Gulliveriana Secunda. Being a col lection of many 
«f the libels in the newspapers, like the former volume 
under the same title, by SnudUy, Advertised in the 
Craftsman, Nov., 9, 1728, with this remarkable pro- 
mise, that, *' Any thing, which any body should send as 
** Mr. Pope's, or Dr. .Swift's, should be inserted and 
'^ published as theirs.*' 

Pope Alexander's Supremacy and Infallibility ex- 
amined, &c. By George Ducket, and John Dennis, 
quarto. 

• Dean Jonathan's Paraphrase on the ivth chapter of 
Genesis. Writ by £. Roome, folio, 1729. 

Labeo. A Paper of Verses by Leonard Welsted, 
which after came into One Epistle, and was published 
by Jamet Moore, quarto, 1730. Another part of it 
came oat in Welsted's own name, under the just title 
of Dulncss and Soandal> folio, l^il. 
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'There have beentintk puUiebed^ 

Verses pn the Imitator of Horace. By a Lady> or 
between a Lady^ a Lord^ and a Court-squire. Prin- 
ted for J. Roberts^ folio. 

An Epistle from, a Nobleroao to a Doctor of Divi- 
nity, from Ha'mpton^Couiit, Lord .H — y, Priilted fi>^ 
J. Roberts. Also folio. 

A Letter from Mr. Cibber to Mr. Pope. Printed for 
W. LewiSj in Covent>Garden» octava 
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ADVERTISEMENT 

. To lie first EdiAon with Notee, in ^uartOf 1729. 

It will be su^cient to say of this edition, that the 
reader has here a much more correct and complete 
copy of the Dunciad than has hitherto appeared. I 
cannot answer, but some mistakes may have slipt into 
it, but a vast number of others will be prevented by 
the names being now not only set at length, but 
justified by the authorities and reasons given. I make 
no doubt the Author's own motive to use real rather 
then feigned names, was his care to preserve the in- 
nocent from any false application; whereas, in the 
former editions, which had no more than the initial 
betters, he was made, by keys printed here^ to hurt 



the inofiniivfe vand iwtutt was' worse)- tiy^buse his 
frittiitobynii la y wt B ilMit^JPiiblttfc >:-i -a. *. : . 

- The <knMmUf><Smi!b ^^^ mk'^Vi/m was 
sent me fimn severaif bittiAs ^anl^-^flitaw^ttnrtljf, m 
benneqaWly inttiBv; yetiwiiriliM'^MiAf i^antage 
difer jrooat^f uWp M M fc u ctWi tiMit - H is^bt made upon 
coi44ctiirei»^tf# irt'iJM'^Milpte '^irtanM^- tii^^ and 
tlw itMcr-ViuiMlbil^^M^- cne^t^'^nrtf ftbm the 
▼ety. n>j »i^<(^ qrilMriRBidM it^iiBafr df^llBltit^rtakes 
of tII»iii«l«of «iiki»4r:Wch ttolt^M)^ lo^' fo be 
let intm ' tlM«Khilte%ilii> '«r the thiQgft, heevet so in* 
comidanble^ jovtrivii}." 

- XXiktppmm k^irifjwlgied -proper to give 'some ac- 
eount^ te •lDee-lft>ii^''«Bft^ Ui tMi monument that 
tliey'iniiirtitpctt t& CiMflot (sfid liere sttfrWe ^ey 
will/ as leag as ttMBngilib' tongtftP abaU rertialh such 
as it was in tlie reigns of j^oaaft^' Amie and King 
Geoigc) it seemed but huaianity to bestow a word 
or two upon cach^ just to tell what he waSj what he 
writ, when bs lived, and wlrtn be died. 

If a won! or two more are added upon the chief 
offendeity it is onlj aa a paper piaiiad upon the breast 
to maik the enormities for which they suffered ; lest 
the cotTCcti<Bi oisl^ ahPnkl' be rem^beitd, and the 

crime forgoUfflti 

In some articles it was thovght sufficien,t barely to 
franscrihe Hfbiii Jacob, Curl,' and other \f raters of 
their own Anl^ who were much hetter acquainted 
with them than any of the authors of thi» Comment 
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can pretexu) to be. Most of them had drawn each 
other's characters on certain occasions; but the few 
here inserted are all that could be saved firom the ge- 
neral destiuction of such works. 

Of the part of Scriblerus I need say nothing: his 
manner is well enough known, and approved by all 
but those who are too much concerned to be judges. 

The Imitations of the Ancients are added, to gra- 
tify those who either never read, or may Have forgot- 
ten them; together with some of the parodies and 
allusions to the most excellent of the Modems. If, 
from the frequency of the former, any man think 
the Poem too much a canto, our Poet will but appear 
to have done the same thing in jest which Boileau 
did in earnest, and upon which Vlda, Fracastorius, 
and many of the most eminent Latin poets, profes- 
sedly valued themselves. 



ADVERTISEMENT 

To the ^rst edinon of the Fourth Book of the Dunciad, nben 
printed separately in the year 1 742. 

We apprehend it can be deemed no injury to the 
Author of the three first Books of the Dunciad that 
we publish this Fourth. It was found merely by ac- 
cident, in taki'g a survey cf the library of a late 
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cmineiit noblemen ; >at ■ iq^ ii) J^ptted a condition* 
nndineomnyiietaAedpIee^ at plainly thawed it 
toba BOI cfl^pffff^^^^i^ That the 

Anttornrtllilt tfaiea inl Bmtk had a detign to ex- 
tend and mBB3f)0fi$'jiiiiJfiitmjm thli^ Siinncr* appeara 
liom the dittartatkmpfaflMdtoigwbereit it tald* 
that 'Hte datlliii'ia mile aktifaaitv^ and that wa 
aaay- M4U»t MIer ai^Mtet to ieMqilM it :** and, 
ftomtka 'd^clawlioii jhi the aipwnant to the third 
BooW^that fi'rtmwuamplHkmmi of the propheciet 
ibanda^tNNUd''ha--lba Wme haaeaftar of a greater 
XHmdri&l^ J Rtt»h a ftar or noha ha the author of 
|hte» wa dielare oonafvct Ignoiant. If ha be« we are 
no inoaa lo ^'blamad te the pid>lieation of it, than 
Ttecannd VkrfM Ibt ^Ikat of tha latt six Books of the 
JEnaMiteoifhy paiU|ft, inMortoUiafimner. 

If any paiton be po wi i tt ed of. a nose perfect copy of 
thii wt^, or of any other ftagmentt of it, and will 
comnnuUcaiathcm to the piiblither«>«e thai! make 
the next'adUlon* mora oaaspleta'S te-<whldi we also^ 
promisa to 4ntert any Ctltlcinna that thai! be pub- 
lished (If atiUI to the pwpoie) widbiha names of the 
authors; or any letters teat nt (though not to the 
purpota) shall yet ba printed, imder the title of, 
JtfiHdd ^ fa g art i ^MBi tfewiia ; which,- together with some- 
others of the sane kind, firndbrly laid by Ibr that end, 
may makf no nnplaatanl addition t» the Arturelm- 
ptetsioat of tiUa Paenu 



VpiumilK . U 



S6 ADVERTISEMENTS. 

ADVERTISEMENT 

To the complete edition ^ 1 743. 

I HAVE long had a design ofgiving some sort of Note 
on the works of this Poet. Before I bad the happiness 
of his acquaintance, I had written a commentary on 
his Essay on Man, and have since finished another on 
the Essay on Criticism. There was one already on 
the Dunciad, which had met withgeneral approbation, 
but I stili thought some additions were wanting (of a 
more se.'ious kind) to the humorous notes of Scrible- 
rus, and even to those written by Mr. Cleland, Dr. 
ArbMthnot, and others. I had lately the pleasure to 
pass some months with the Author in the country, 
where I prevailed upon him to do what I had ]ong de- 
sired, and favour me with his explanation of several 
passages in his works. It happened, that just at that 
juncture was published a ridiculous book against him, 
full of personal reflections, which furnished him with 
a lucky opportunity of improving this Poem, by giving 
it ttie only thing it wanted, a more considerable Hero. 
He was always sensible of its defect in that particular, 
ii\)<\ owned he had let it pass with the hero it had, 
purely for want of a better, not entertaining the least 
e.\| ectation that such a one was resened for this post 
as has since obtained the laurel: but since that had 
hdppeyiid, he could no longer deny this justice e'.thc'^ 
to him or the Dunciad. 
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Andyetl will venture to say^ there was another mo- 
tive which had still more weight with our Author; 
this person was one who, from every folly (not to say 
▼ice) of which another would be ashamed^ has con- 
stantly derived a vanity ; and therefore was the man 
in the world who would least be hurt by it. W. W. 



ADVERTISEMENT 

Priniti in the Journals , ■ 1 7^. 

M^BBRBAs, upon obcasion of certain pieces relating 
to the gentlemen of the Dunciad, some have been wil- 
ling to suggest^ as if they had looked upon them as an 
abuse : we can do no less than own it is our opinion, 
that to call these gentlemen bad authors is no sort of 
abuse, but a great truth. We cannot alter this opi> 
nion without some reason ; but we promise to do it 
in respect to every person who thinks it an injury to 
be represented as no wit, or poet, provided he pro- 
cures a certificate of his being really such from any 
three of his companions in the Dunciad, or from Mr. 
Dennis singly^ who is esteemed equal to any three of 
the number* 
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A PARALLEL OF THE CHARACTERS 

OP MR. DRYDEN AND MR. POl'E, 
As drawn by certain 0/ their aHemporanet* 

MR. ORYDEM, HIS POLITICS, RELIGION, MORAL9. 

Mr. Dryden is a mere renegado from monarchy, 
poetry, and good sense*. A true republican son of 
monarchial church f. A republican Atheist J. Dry- 
den was from the beginning an »XXt?r^o0'a\A«(, and 
I doubt not will continue so to the lastjf. 

In the poem called Absalc^ and Achithopel, an no- 
toriously traduced the King, the Queen, the Lords 
and Gentlemen, not only their honourable. persons 
^posed, but the whole nation and its representatives 
notoriously libelled. lX,\%4candalim magnatum,jeA9i 
Majesty itself 4-. 

He looks upon God's gospel as a foolish fali^e, like 
the Pope, to whom he is a pitiful purveyor**. Hit 
very Christianity may be questionedff. He ought to 
expect more severity than other, men, as he is most 
unmerciful in his ownref)ections.onother8XX« Withas 
good a right as his HoUnes», be sets up for poetical in- 
falibilityllll. 

* Milbourn on Dryden's Virgil, 8vo. 1698. p. 6. 
t lb. p. 38. + lb. p. 192. II lb. p. 8. 
4. Whip and Xey, 4to, printed fur R. Janeway, 1682. 
Pref. •• Ibid, ft Milbourn, p. 9. H lb. p. 175. 
////lb. p. 39. 



A PARALLEL OF THE CHARACTERS 

OP MR. POPE AND MR. DRYDEN^ 

At drawn by certain ojtbiir cotemforaries, 

MR. POPE^ HIS POLITICS, RELIGION, MORALS. 

iVxR. Pope is an open and moi^al enemy to his coun- 
try, and the commonwealth of learning*. Some call 
him a Popish Whig, which is directly inconsistent f. 
Pope, as a Papist, must be a Tory and a High-flyer J. 
He is both Whig and Tory||. 

He hath made it his custom to cackle to more tlian 
one party in their own sentiments^. 

In his Miscellanies, the persons abused are the 
King, the Queen, his late Majesty, both Houses of 
Parliament, the Privy Council, the Bench of Bishops, 
the Established Church, the present Ministry, &c. 
To' make sense of some passages, they must be con> 
strued into royal scandal**. 

He is a Popish rhymester, bred up with a contempt 
of the Sacred Writings^. His religion allows him to 
destroy heretics, not only with his pen, but with fire 
and sword : and such were all those unhappy wits 
whom he sacrificed to his accursed Popish princi- 
ple&l^. It deserved vengeance to suggest, that 

■w 

♦Dennis, Rem. on the Rape of the Lock, pref p. 12. 
fDunciad Dissected. JPref. to Gulliveriana. (jDen- 
nis, Character of Mr. P. 4,Theobald, Letter in Mibi's 
Journal, June 22, 1728. ••List at the end of a <. ol- 
lection of Verses, Letters, Adverti-einent^, 8vo. — 
printed for A. Moore, 1728, and the picfacc to it, p. 6. 
tfDennis's Remarks on Homer, p. 27. ;j|l*reface to 
GuDiveriana^ j). 11. 



pO CHARACTER OF MR. DRTDEK. 

Afr. Dryden only a verxifier. 
His whole libel is all bad matter, beautified (which 
is all that can be said of it) with good metre*. Mr. 
Dryden's genius did not appear in any thing more 
than his versification, and whether he is to be ennobled 
for that only is a questionf. 

Mr. Dryden's Viigil. 
Tonson calls it Dryden's Virgil^ to shew that this 
is not that Virgil so admired in the Augustan age« 
but a Virgil of another stamp, a silly^ impertinent| 
nonsensical writer^. None but a Bavius, a Msevius, 
oraBathyllus, carped at Virgil; and none but such 
unthinking vermin admire his TransIator||. It is true^ 
sof^ and easy lines might become Ovid's Epistles, or 
Art of I^ve*-'but Virgil, who is all great and majes- 
tic, &c. required strength of lines, weight of words, 
and closeness of expression ; not an ambling Mu^e 
running on carpet-ground, and shod as lightly as a 
Newmarket racer. He has numberless (aults in his 
author's meaning, and in propriety of expression^. 

Mr, Dryden vndtrstood no Greek nor Latin, 
Mr. Dryden was once, I have heard, at Westmin- 
ster-school : Dr. Busby would have whipt him for so 
childish a paraphrase**. The meanest pedant in Eng- 
land would whip a lubber of twelve for construing so 

•Whip and Kev.Pref. fOldmixon, Essay on Cri- 
ticism, p. 84. ^Milbourn, p. 2. '||Ib. p. 55. 4.1b. 
p. 12, and i^i, ••lb. p. 7^. 
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Mr. Pope had less infalibility than his namesake at 
Rome*. 

Mr, Pope only a versifier. 
The smooth numbers of theDunciad are all that re- 
commend it, nor has it any other meritf . It must be 
owned that he hath got a notable knack of rhyming 
and writing smooth versef . 

Mr, Pope's Homer. 

The Homer which Lintot prints does not talk like 
Homer, but like Pope ; and he who translated him, 
one would swear, had a hill in Tipperary for his Par- 
nassus, and a puddle in some bog for his Hippocrene||. 
He has no admirers among those that can distinguish, 
discern, andjodgel. 

He hath a knack at smooth verse, but without either 
genius ol* good sense, or any tolerable knowledge of 
English. The qualities which distinguish Homer are 
the beauties of his diction, and the harmony of his 
versification. But this little Author, who is so much 
in vogue, has neither sense in his thoughts, nor Eng- 
lish in his expressions**. 

Mr. Pope understood no Creek, 
He hath undertaken to translate Homer from the 
Greekj of which he knows not one word, into £ng- 

*Dedication to the Collection of Verses, Letters, 
&c. p. g, fMists Journal of June 8, 1728. ^Charac- 
ter of Mr. P. and Dennis on Homer. || Dennis's He- 
marks on Pope's Homer, p. 12. 4.1b. p. 14. **Cha- 
racter of Mr. Pope, p. 17. and Remarks on Houicr^ 
p. iji. 
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absurdly*. The Translator is mad, every line be- 
trays his stupidityf. The faults are innumerable, and 
convince me that Mr. Dryden did not, or would not, 
understand his author^. This shows how fit Mr. 
JDryden may be to translate Homer ! A mistake in a 
single letter might fall on the printer well enough, but 

tlx'^P ^^^ X'^^'P* '""^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^^ ^^ ^^^ author: 
nor had he art enough to correct it at the press||. Mr. 

Dryden writes for the court ladies — He writes for the 
ladies, and not for use|. 

The Translator puts in a little burlesque now and 
then into Virgil, for a regout to his cheated Sub- 
scribers**. 

Mr. Dryden tricked bis suhscrihtrs. 
I wonder that any man, who could not but be con- 
scious of his own unfitness for it, should go to amuse 
the learned world with such an undertaking I A man 
ought to value his reputation more thdn money; and 
not to hope that those who can read for themselves 
will be imposed upon merely by a partially and un- 
seasonably celebrated nameff. Foetis quidlibet audendi 
shall be Mr. Dryden's motto, though it should extend 
to picking of pockets* J. 

Names bestirj/ed on Mr. Drydek. 
An Ape.] A crafty ape dre.>t up in a gawdy gown 

•Milbourn, p. 203. fib. p. 78. Jib. p. 206. jjlb. 
p. 19. 4.1b. p. 14J, 190. **ib. p. 67. ttih. p. 192. 
lllb. p. 125. 
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lish, ofwhichheundctalandsas Illlle*. I wonder how 
(his gentleman would look, should it be discorered 
that he has nut traniUled leii versej together in any 
book of Homer, with justice lo the poei; aiid j'et he 
dares reproach his ftllow-writfrs with not underatant'- 
ing Greekf. He has stuck so little lo hh original, as 
to have hii knowledge in Greek called in question^. I 
should be bI'S''*o know, which it is of all Homer's ex~ 
cfUeariet which has so delighted the ladies and the 
gentlemen who judge like lidies|I. 

But he bae a notable talent at burlesque; hlsgeniuE^ 
slidei io nalurilly into it, that he hath burlesqued 
Konier without designing it4.. 

!. .■.■■;.f*???f/****,«*fr**' '■' 

. ft*,W«!^fflm)f,*»W, wJfI.iiio«Fodi,toiis, 

*oo l«Ato jhi uid i , tg JMBBaMwiUMt tbt nudiWM of 
■iKpnfM'l TJt t mteA M nttUUiam Un been 
HttUm tM^ton'to^hMtbtlr podHurMmbMn 
dralnedgf**, ■Igf^fthtghtmioiienm in Jtibs, 
Bud Uied out ki» iMin* to boofcKlleittt- 
Ab^krtmdfliit-.Pou. 
Ad Art.] IM m tik* tlii InltUl I«lt«r of hit 
Chriulu mmt, and iidtUlairf BotllMtm of bit 

*DennIi'* Bemiufc* on Homer, p. ii. tDailtr Jour- 
iwl, Apdtlt, iTiB. ISuppi. U) thePrabuodPicface. 
IJOldmixoii, Emit on CTriticItm, p. 66. iDcnnts't 
Remailu, n, it. "Homeride*, p. i. We, -ftBniish 
Journal, Km. is, 1117. 
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— Whips put into an ape's paw to play pranks with— ^ 
JNone but apish and Papish brats will heed him*. 

An Ass.]] A camel will t^e upon him no mortf 
burden than is sufficient for his strength^ but there is 
another beast that crouches under allf. 

A Frog.]] Poet Squab, endued with Poet Maroe's 
spirit 1 . an ugly, croaking kind of vermin^ which would 
swell to the- bulk of an ox^.. 

A CowAKD.] A Clinias, or a Damaetus, or a man 
of Mr.Dryden*s own courag(e(|. . 

A Knave.] Mr. Dryden has heard of Paul, the 
knave of Jesus Christ : . andj - if I mistake not, I 
have read somewhere of John. Dryden, servant to his 
Majesty!. 

A Fool.] Had he not been such a self-conceited 
fool**. — Some great poets are positive bTockheadsff. 

A TjfiNc] So little a thing as Mr. DrydenJJ. " 

•Whip and Key, pref. fMilboum, p. 105, tlb» 
p. II. |lil?, Dw 176. -I-Ib- Pi- 57. ••Whip and Key, 
pref, ttMUbourne, p. 34. n^*>. p. 35. 
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surname, wr. A. P- E.'^d they give you the same 
idea of an ape as hi? fiiicfe*^. &c. 

An Ass.] It is my .dntj to |>ull df the lion's skin 
from this Iittl« assf .- 

A Frog.] A squab short gentleman — a little crea- 
ture, that, like the froginthe fable, swells, and is an- 
gry that it is not 'allowed to be as big as an ox^. 

A Coward.] A lurtfing, way-laying co\vard§. 

A Knave.] He is one whom God and Nature have 
marked for want of common honesty ||. 

A Fool.] Great fools- will be christened by the 
names of great poets> and JPope will be called Ho- 
mer**. 

A Thing.] A little abject thingft- 

•Dertnis's Daily Journal, May ii, 172S. f Den- 
nis's Rem. on Horn. pref. JDennis*s Rem. on the 
Rape of the Lock. pref. p. 9. 4Char. ofMr. P. p. ^ 
II Ibid. ••Dennis's Rem. on Horner^ p. 37, f+Ibid. 
p. 8. 




BY AUTHORITY. 

Brvirlvrf IbrAtlUntf inUiwitlii, fyltiActtlU 
aubjecting Poela to the Power of a Licenier, fTi 
bavi raiiid Ibit Pitn; vihtri,Jii,i!nf lit slyUnitf- 
pilU^m tf Klio It bint but givn It a cirlm Pre* 
lender, Psucdo-Poet, ir Phantom, tf ibt uiit tf 
TtBBALQ ; tmi tffr^aiing Ibi lant may bt itimti i* 
unit art a nJltelitK in M^ctlJT, <r, at Uait, an I'uBlt m 
Ibtl Ligat Aulimtf,aUtb bai itiUtHi an aatttir fmtn 
Ibt CroiTzi of Poeiy : I*** bavi eriirii Ibi mi Pre- 
tender, Psuedo-Poet, (T Phantom, Hiffi^ tvTaniib 
and ev^tporate tai iflbit fftrt ; end it iidari Iht ivi 
Tlirtni t/Piirifirm bmaftrtb It bttbiicaltd and wacanl, 
unliii duly a*d lavifuUy npfSii by Ibt LAuatAtI him- 
self. And il it bmby inattti, Itat nt tibir ftrtf ii 
prinimilcfllib^satu. 



BY THE AUTHOR, A DECLARATION. 



fVuERtAS ctrta'in Haberdashers of Points and 
Particles, being instigated by the spirit of Pride, ani 
assuming to thtmselvts ibt name of Critics ani Restorers. 
have taktn upon tbem to adulterate the common and current 
sense of our Glorious Ancestors, Poets of tiiii 
Re&lm, 6y ^^^PP^'^S* C'^''»"'^> defacing the images y mixing 
their oivn base alloy y or olbervuise falsifying the saiue ; 
which they publish, utter, and vend at genuine ; the said 
Haberdashers having no right thereto, as -neither heirs, 
executors, administrators, assigns, or in any sort relater! 
to such Poets, to all or any of them: Now We, haci/i^- 
carefully revised this our Dunciad, * beginning xvxiV> 
the words, The mighty Mother, and ending z.iib 
the words buries All,- containing the entire sum cf 
One thousand seven hundred and fifty-four verse-, 
declare every word, figv.re, point, and comma, cf this im- 

♦ Read thus confidently, instead of " beginning: 
" with the words books dtxii ending with the word ftiesy" 
iii> formerly it stood: read also, ** containing the en- 
*^ tire soni of one thousand seven hundred and ffiy^four 
*' verses," instead of one thousand and twelve lines'," 
such being the initial and final words, awl •sJvas.Vx ^5c«k 
ti ue and entire contents of ihU Vo^tn. 

/'^/u^.e' ir, ^ 
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iircff'C'i to he authentic: and do tbenfore strictly enjoin 
9rtd forbid' tttiy fcrsim or persons -whatsoever to erase, rs' 
verse, fui between hooks, or by any other means, directly or 
indirectly y change or mangle any of them. And we do 
hereby earnestly exhort all our brethren to follow this OUT 
example, vthich we heartily wish our great Predecessors 
had heretofore set, as a remedy and prevention of aU such 
abuses. Provided always, that nothing in this Declara' 
tion shall he construed to limit the lawful and undoubted 
right of every subject of this Realm to judge, censure, or 
condemn, in the whole, or in part, any Poem or Poet 
whatsoever. 

Given under our hand at London, this third day of 
January, in the year of our Lord one thousand 
seven hundred thirty and two. 

Dcclarat* cor* me, 
John Barber, Mayor. 

Thou art to know. Reader I that thfe first edition 
theroof, like that of Miltun, was never seen by the 
Author, (though living and not blind:) the editor 
himself confessed as .much in his preface, and no two 
poems were ever published in so arbitrary a manner. 
The editor of this had as boldly suppressed whole pas- 
sages, yea the entire last book, as the editor of Para- 
dise Lost added and augmented. Milton himself gave 
but /^ii books, his editor /wWi/r; this Author gave /iwr 
books, his editor only tbrre. But we have happily done 
justice <o both ; and presume we shall live, in this our 
last lubour, as long as any cf our others. Bentley. 



THE DUNCIAD. 

TO DR. JONATHAN SWIFT. 
BOOK I. 

^e ainjtttnent; 

The ^TTJOsWon, the Invocarion, and the lor criptinn. Then the orii;{nat of 
the tnax EmpMreof DuSnefcs, and cause of the oiutiauance thereof. The 
Cnilege of Che Goddess in the City, with her private academy for poets in 
particular; the sovemonuf it, and the fnur cardinal virtues. Then the 
rofm hastes into the midtt of things, pretenini; her« (» the evening of 
a Lord •vTayor's day, revolving die loOi; succession bf her sons, and the 
glories past and to come. She fixes her e>e on Bayek, to be the instru- 
meat of that great event which is the suhjtrct of the ]*oem. He ii de> 
scribed penaive among hit books, giving up the cause, and apprehending 
the period of her empire. Af^c debauQj w bethsr to betake himself to 
the church, or to gamine, or to party writing, he raises an altar of pruper 
books, and (making first his solemn prayer and declaration) purpuse, 
tncreon to sacrifice all his unsuccessful wi icings. As the pile is kindled, 
the Goddess, beboldiug the flame from her srat, flies and purs it out, by 
casting upon it die poem of Thule. She fortbwith revtais herself tu him, 
transports him tu her Temple, unfolds her art.-, and initiates him iutu 
her mysteries ; then announcing the death uf Eusden, the Foet-Laureate, 
anoints him, carries him inbu Coun, and proclaims him successor. 

The mighty Mother, and her Son, who brings 
The Smithfield Muses to the ear of kings, 

REMARKS. 

The Dunciad.'] It is an inconvenience to which 
writers of reputation are subject, that the justice of 
their resentment is not always rightly understood: 
for the calumnies of dull authorsbeitigsoon forgotten, 
and those whom they aimed to injure not caring to 
recall to memory the particulars of false and scanda- 
lous abuse, their necessary correction is suspected of 
severity unprovoked. Uut in this case it would be but 
candid to estimate the chastisement on the general 
^.baracter of the ollender, compared with that ct the 

In 
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1 sing. S«.v you, her instrunvnts, the Great! 
4* ailM to this work bj; Dullness, Jove, and Fate; 

FK MARKS. 

|;er«on injured. Let this sene with the candid reader 
?n instification of the ipoet, and, on occasion, ol' the 
Xditor. 

This Poem was written in the year 1726. In the 
r.cxt year an innperfect edition was published at Dub- 
Jin, and re-printed at London in twelves; another sit 
Dublin, and another at London in octavo; and three 
others in twelves the same year: but there was no per- 
ftrct edition before that of London in quarto, wnich 
was attended with notes. We are willing to acquaint 
posterity, that this poem was presented to King 
Oeorge IL and his Queen, by the hands of SiF Robert 
Walpole, on the 12th of Ma'rch, 1728-9. Scbol. Vet. 

It was expressly confessed in the preface to the first 
edition, that this Poem was not published by the Au- 
thor himself. It was printed originally io a foreign 
countrj'. And what foreign country ? Whv, one no- 
torious for blunders; where finding blanks qnly in- 
stead of proper names, these blunderers; filled them up 
at 5 heir pleasure. 

The very Hero of the Poem hath been mistaken to 
this hour; so that we arc obliged to ppcn o.ur Notes 
"With a di'^covory who he really was. Wc leani from 
the former editor, that this piece was presented by xhtt 

VAPIATIOSS. 

V. T. The mighty McUcy &c J In the firJ edition it 
was thus : 
Books nnd the man I sing, the first who brings 
The Smithfield Muses to the cnr of kingji. 
Say, great P.itricians! since yourselves inspire 
These wond'rous works (so Jove and Fate require) 
Sav, for what cause, in vain dccry'd ai.d curs'd. 
Still 

IMITATIONS. 
Say, p'fat Patricians / since youndves inspire 

Tbese nc»d'rous u'orh 

"-•.Dii ccrptis (nam voimulasUseiVWAa.^ Ov\\,Mti» U 
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You by whose care, in vain clecry'd and curst, $ 

Still Dunce the second reigns like Dunce the first; 
Say how the Goddess bade Britannia sleep. 
And pour'd her spirit o'er the land and deep. 

In eldest time, ere mortals writ or read, 
JEre Pallas issu'd from the Thund'rer's head, lo 

Dulness o'er all possess'd her ancient right. 
Daughter of Chaos and eternal Night : 
Fate in their dotage this fair idiot gave, 
C ross as her sire, and as her mother gra^e ; 

REMARKS. 

hands of Sir Robert Walpole to King George II. 
Kuw the Author directly tells m, his Hero is tiie mau 
who brings 

The Smithtield Mu.^es to the ear of kings. 
And it is notoricus who was the person on whom this 
J^rince contcrred the honour of the laurel. 

it appears as plainly from the apostrophe to the 
Great in the third ver^e, ihat Tibbald could not be the 
per.on, who was never an author in fashion, or ca-» 
resied by the groat : whereas this single characteristic 
is sufficient to point out the true Hero; who, above 
all other poets ot his time, was the peculiar delight 
and chosen companion of the nobility of England ; 
and wrote, as he himself tells us, certain of his works 
at tlie earnest dv,'s:re of persons of quality. 

Lastly, Thesixtli veiseatlonls tull proof; this poet 
being the only one who wa:> universally known to have 
Jiad a son so exactly like hiin, in his poetical, theatri- 
cal, politic.il and moral cap«u:iti<:a, that it could justly 
be Siiid of him 
Still x^iiuce tlie Second reigns like Diuice the First. 

IMITATIONS. 

v.^.'} Alluding to a ver^e of Mr. Drydcn, not in 
Mac b kxkno, (.la is said i^iiorantly in the Key to the 
D i: ciad, p. I.; but in his verses to' Mr. Coagreve, 

" AaU Xviii liietiei-'jiid reigns like Turn the firftt." 
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laborlour., heavy, bu^y, boUl, and blitid, 15 

Sht rul'd, in native anarchy, the mind. 

Still her old empire to restore she tries. 
For, borri a goddess Dnlnefs never dies. 

O Thou! whatever title please thine ear, 
Dean, Drapier, Bipkerstaff', or Gulliver ! 20 

Whether thou chuse Cervantes* serious air, 
. Or laugh and shalce in RabMais* easy chair. 
Or praise the Court, or magnify mankind. 
Or thy griev*d countr}'*s copper chains unbind; 
From thy Boetia though her pow'r retires, 25 

Mourn not, my Swift ! at ought our realm acquires. 
Here pleas*d behold her mighty wings outspread 
To hatch a new Saturnian age of L^ad. 

Close to those walls, where Folly holds her throne, 
And laughs to think Monroe would take her down, 

n^MARKS. 

V. ?i. — by bis fan* d fdtbei's hand.'] Mr. Caius-Ga- 
briel Gibber, father of the Poet-laiucaie. The two sta- 
tutes of the lunatics over the j^ates of Hedlani-hospital 
were done by him, and (as the son justly sav;^ot them) 
aie no ill monuments of his fame as an artist. 

VARIATIONS. ^ 

After ver. 22. in the MSS. 
Or in the graver gown instruct mankind. 
Or silent let thy morals tell thy mind. 
But this was to be understood, as the Poet says, vmlee, 
like the 23d \'erse. 
V. 29. Clcse to those wails, &c.] In the formeredit. tims; 
Where wave the tatterd ensigr)s oif Rag-fair, 
A yawning ruin hangs and nods in air; 
Xt-en hollow winds how4 ibro' the bleak reccs<, 
i:inbtem of music, caus'dbv ewp\u\c!s«^; 
I^cn\ in one bed, two s\V\v'tuARsU\vi;siV\^, 
■ i//fCc;vc of Poverty aiidVo<:U>'.. 
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Where o'er the gates, by his fam'd fatlier*5 hand, 31 

Great Gibber's brazen, brainless brothers stand. 

One cell there is, conceal'd from vulgar eye. 

The cave of Poverty and Poetry : 

Keen hollow winds howl thro' the bleak recess, 35 

Emblem of music caus'd by emptiness : 

Hence bards, like Proteus long in vain ty'd down. 

Escape in monsters, and amaze the Town : 

Hence Miscellanies spring, the weekly boast 

Of Curl's chaste press, and Lintot's rubric post : 

Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lines ; 41 

Hence Journals, Medleys, Merc'ries, Magazines : 

Sepulchral Lies, our holy walls to grace. 

And New-year Odes, and all the Grub-street race. 

In clouded majesty here Dulness shone, 45 

Four guardian virtues, round, support her throne : 
Fierce champion Fortitude, that knows no fears 
Of hijbes, blows, or want, or loss of ears : 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 41. In the former edit. 
Hence hymning Tyburn's elegiac lay. 
Hence the soft sin^-song on Cecilia's day. 

I'. 42. Alludes to the annual songs composed to 
music on St. Cecilia's feast. 

l>fITATlOVS. 

V. 41, 42. Hence by mnt fig Tyburn' S"- Hence, &c'} 

** Genus undeLatinum, 

** Albanique patres, atque altae moenia Romac." 

yirg. ^n. I. 
r. 45. In clotided Majesty.^ 

** The Ml on 

" Kis'mrr in clouded majesty." Miltcn, B. IV. 

V. 48. tliat kncji's no fears 

Of b siesy I'liV.'Sj rr -vant, cr loss r fears.'} 
" Quern n.'imv p;'.iipcrics te-iuc rauri, vvviv.^« \'v\\':.\\?^ 
lorrcjji.' VVv:t, 
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Calm Temperance, whose blessing* those partake 
Who hunj;er, and who thirst for scribbling sake : so 
Prudence, whose gins* presents th' approaching; jail; 
Poetic Justice, with her lifted scale. 
Where, in nice balance, truth with gold she weighs. 
And solid pudding against empty praise. 

Plere she beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 55 

W*here nameless Somethings in their causes sleep, 
^ rill genial Jacob, cr a warm third day. 
Call forth each mass, a poem or a play : 
How hints, like spawn, scarce quick in embryo lie, 
IIow new-born Nonsense first is taught to cr}', 6» 
Maggots half-form 'd in rhyme exactly nieet^ 
And learn to crawl upon poetic feet. 
Here one poor word an hundred clenches makes, 
And ductile Dulness new meanders takes; 
There motley images her fancy strike, 6> 

Figures ill-pair'd, and similies unlike. 
She sees a mob of Metaphors advance, 
Pleas'd with the madness of the mazy dance; 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 55. Hen she beholds the Chaos dark and deep, 
IVbere nameless SsmeLbit>f^, &C.3 
That is to say, unformed things, which are citlier made 
into poems or plays, as the booksellers or the players 
bid most. Tnes'c lines allude to the foiloAing in 
earth's Dispensary, canto vi. 
'* Within thechambersof the globe they spy 
** The beds where sleeping vegetables he, 
" Till thc» glad summons of a genial rav 
" Unbinds the glebe, and calls them out to day.**) 
X'. 64. And diiciiu Dullness, &c.] A parody on a verse 
in Garth, cai»to i. 

•' H<;w ducti'c matter new meanders takes.** 
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Hqw Tragedy and Comedy embrace; 
How Farce and Epic get a jumbled race ; 7e> 

How Time himself stands stilt at her command. 
Realms shift their- place^ and ocean turns to land. 
Here gay Description Egypt glads with show*rs. 
Or gives to Zembia fruits, to Barca flow'rs; 
Glitt'ring witltlce here hoary hilh are seen, 75 

There painted \-allies of eternal green. 
In cold December fragrant chaplets blow. 
And heavy harvests Dod beneath the snow. 

All these, and more, the cloud-compelling Queen 
Beholds through fogs that magnify the scene. So 

She, tinsel'd o*er in robes of varying hues. 
With self-applause her wild creation views ; 
^(<es momentary monsters rise and fall. 
And with her own fools-colours gilds them a(I. 
» T was on the day when *** rich and grave, S5 

Like Cimon, triumph'd both on land and wave : 
(Pomps without guilt, of bloodless swords and maces. 
Glad chains, warm furs, broad banners, and broaij 

faces.) 
Now Night descending, the proud scene was o*er, 
But liv'd in Seitlc's numbers, one day more. 90 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 8 5.] In the former editions : 

'Twas on the day when Thorold, rich and grave. 
SirGe.Thorold,LordMayorofLondon,inthcyeari73Q, 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 79. the loud compelling queen.'] Fiom Homer's 

epithet of Jupiter, vs^sAnys^ra Ztt/,-. 
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Now may'rs and *>hrievcs all Iiiish'd and satiate lay. 
Yet eat, in divams, the custard of the day; 
While pensive poets painful vigils keep. 
Sleepless themselves to give their readers sleep. 
Much to the mindful Queen the feast recalls 95 

What City swans once sung within the ivalls; 
Much she revolves their arts, tlieir ancient praise. 
And sure succession down from Heywood's days. 
8hesaw, with joy, the line immortal run. 
Each sire imprest, and glaring in his son : joo 

ijo watchful Bruin fonr.s, with plastic care. 
Each growing lump, and bring-? it to a bear. 
She saw old Prvn in restless Daniel shine. 
And Eusden eke our DIackmore's endless line; 
She saw slow Philips creep lil^c Tate's poor page, 10$ 
And all the mighty mad in Dennis rage. 

REMARKS. 

T'. 99. Bui liv'd in Setdc's numbers one day more,^ Settle 
was poet to the City of London. His olhce was to 
compose yearly Panegyrics upon the Lord Mayors, 
and verses to be t^pcken in the Pa;^oants; but that pait 
of the shows being at Icr.gth frugally abolished, the 
employment of City-poei cea-jed; so that upon Settle's 
demise there was no successor to that place.* 

v.gS. John HfywH>iL'\ Whosc Interludes were printed 
in the time of Henry VIII. 

V. lOj. oLi Vf\n in nstlest Dauiel,^ "^^'^ *^rst edi- 
tion had it. 

She s 'w in Norton all his father shine, 
agreat mistake! forDaniclde?(;e had parts, but Norton 
de Foe wasa wretched writer, and never attempted poe- 
try. Much more wMh' is Daniel himself madesuccessor 
to W. Prj'n, bjth of whom wrote verses as well aspoli- 
tJcs; asappearsby thepoem D. Jure Divhio,Scc.ofDii roe, 
a;i{//;;'t/jei;ciinfji.: Cowley 'sM\bctVVjiv\v«t* .^oivihe other: 
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111 each she marks her ima<;o full exprcst, 
But chief in Hayes's monster-brcedin^? breast; 
Bayes, formM bv Nature'^ Srage and Town to bless. 
And act, and be, a coxcomb '.vilh success. loo 

ItGMAI.KS. 

<' One lately did not fer.r 

" (Without '.he Muses* leave) to plant ver.-e here. 
**' l>'.;t it producd such base, rough, criibbcd, hccl^c- 
'* llvmes, as e'en set the hearer's ears on edge; 
*' Vt'ritte:i by William Pryn J'scuiro, the 
** Year of our Lord six hundred tliirty-three. 
*' Brave Jersv Muso I and lic^, for his high style, 
*' Cail'd to .his day the Homer of the Isle." 
And both these authors had a roseinbiance in their 
fcites as well as their writings, having been alike sen- 
tenced to the pillory. 

f. 104. At.d EtLuifn eif p'/t, Szc."] Laurence Eusden, 
Poit-lanreate. Mr. Jacob gives a catalogue of some 
few only of his works, u h ch are very mnnerous. Mr. 
CoOrc, in his Battle of ToNs, saith of him, 
*' r.u^den. a laurel'd b.ird, by Fonune rais'd, 
*' By very tew was read, by j^'wer prais'd." 
:•. 10-. [j^f Ta:f\s j>fl(rpafre.j Nahum 'i'ate was Poe*- 
l.jureate, a co'd writer, of no invention ; hut somr- 
tii:U"i traiishitcd tolerably when befriended by Mr. 
1>: -(le:!. In his second part of A)»s:t!om and Ahithopht 1 
?r-' ::\y:\c two hundred admirable lines together ol that 
xre.:: h.iiid, which strongly shirie through ihe insipi(lity 
of the rest. Something parallel may be observed of 
another author here mentioned. 

VAP.rATIONS. 

:•. icS. Bu! ch'^ej in Baye.>*s, oTc] In the former 

But liiief iti Tibb:i;d'> Pion.-ior-breeding breast : 
i ee-i irods wi'h d;« nims in sti.-mge league engage. 
All': inrth a"d he:i\'n, aid heil her battles wa»;i'. 

Slu- cy'd the haid. whr-Pi' > pf i riess he sale, 
A;'.<1 pin'd, uncon^cious of ^li^ ri-^ing f.ite: 
Sriv'ious htr r.te Mi"! .'M lu^ \v.«iWv'v:w\»^^ 
Sj.,/iji;i; t'rum t.'iJUi.h; \o iUuwc>\\V , ^m . 
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Dulness with transport eyes the lively Dinice, 
Ilemembring she herself was Pertness once. 
Now (Shame to Fortune i) an ill run at play 
Blank'd his bold visagfe, and a thin third day : 
Swearing and supperless the hero sate, 1 1 5 

BlasphemM hi^ gods, the dice, and damn'd his fate; 
Then gnaw'd his pen, then dasht it on the ground, 
Sinking from thought to thought, n vast profound ! 
PlungM for his sense, but found no bottom there. 
Yet wrote and flounder'd on in mere despair. 120 
Round him much embryo, much abottion lay. 
Much future ode, and abdicated play ; 

REMARKS. 

w. 109. BayetyfomCd by N&ture, &c.] It is hoped the Poet 
herehath done full justicetohisHero'scharacier, u hich 
it wereagrefit mistake to imagine was wholly sunk in 
stupidit j[ : he is allowed to have supported it with a won - 
derful mixture of vivacity. This character is heighten- 
ed accoi*ding to his own desire, in a letter he wrote to 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 121. Round bim much embryo, &c,]] In the forn^er 
editions thus : 
He roird his eyes that witness'd huge dismay, 
"Where j'et unpawn'd, much learned lumber lay ; 
Volumes, whose size the space exactly lili'd. 
Or which fond authors were so good to gild. 
Or where, by sceptre made for ever known. 
The page admires new beauties not its own. 
Here swells the shelf, &c. 

IMITATIONS. 
Var. He roird bis eyes that witnesi'd h-tge dismay. "^ 

<< round he throws his eyes, 

** That witness'd huge affliction and (•i^mnv." 

Mi::: Bc.V T. 
The progTes^-> of a bad poet in histhoug'u-, brij.g {]:lc. 
t e progrif$s of the Devil in MiltoiO !l»"..i:^'\ :» ilu-.^j 
*"J^ht probably r^u^'gest this imvlAUuvi. 
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Konscnsc precipitate, like running lead. 

That siipt through cracks and zigzags of the head ; 

All that on Folly Frenzy could beget, 125 

Fruits of dull heat, and sooterkins of wif. 

Next, o*er his books his eyes began to roll. 

In pleasing memory of all he stole; 

How here he sip'd, how there he pIunderM snug, 

And suck'd all o'er like an industrious bug. 1 30 

Here lay poor Fletcher's half-eat scenes, and here 

The frippery of crucify 'd Moliere; 

There hapless Shakespeare, yet of Tibbald sore, 

>N'ish'd he had blotted for himself before. 

The rest on outside merit but presume, 135 

Cr serve (like other fools) to fill a room ; 

Surh with their shelves as due proportion hold. 

Or their fond parents dress'tf in red and gold; 

our Author : " Pert and dull at Feast you mifflit haVc ai- 
** lov.cd mo. What ! am I only to be dull, and dull 
*• arill, and again, and forevefr'^ He then soleinnly 
apnralei! to his own conscience, that *' he could not 
" think himself so, or believe that oar Poet did; but 
** th.it he spoke worse 01 him than he could poii.ib'v 
*• think: andconcluJi-dit must be merely to shew his-.-.;:, 
•* cr for :»oine^r.j/ii'or/;/frf 10 himself" l-ifccfC.C.ch.vii. 
ar*d LttlertoAlr.P.p.i;,4-^, :5. And to shev.- his claim 
tiJ what the Poet wa>sounwillingtoullj)w him, of being 
^.»- is \\eli:is«/'«i7, ludoclareshe will have theUit-Mvrd; 
.. h.<h CLvasionedthc following epigram : 
Oiuth Cibher to Pope, tliough m vcrt^c vcu forct io<^e. 
Til have the last wofJ ; for, by G — ,1*11 write pr*Tse. 
i'<-or Colly I ii»v reas'nii'g is nmie of the strongest, 
i- ..r knowj the ia'=i word is the wcrd '.h^t l-A.slsV.vi^'^^x. 
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Or where the pictures for the pige atone. 

And Qiiarles is sav'd by beauties not his on'n. 140 

Here swells the shelf with Ogilby theCr«?at; 

There, stamp'd with arms, Newcastle shines coni- 

Here ail his sulF'ring brotherhood retire, [p'etc : 

And 'scape the martyrdom of jakrs and fire : 

A Gothic librarj'! of Greece and Rome 145 

Well purgd, and worthy Settle, Banks, and Broonu-. 

BEMAKKS. 

V. 141. Ogtlh the Great.'] " John Ogilby was one who, 
** from a late inttiatinn into literature, made such .1 pn)- 
" gressasmigbt well style him the prodigy of his time ! 
*' sending into the world so many large volumes! iiis 
** translationscfUome.'and Virgil done to the life, anrl 
" withsuchexcellentsculptuios rand (what addedgreat 
" grace to his works) he printed them all on special 
*' good paper, and in a very good letter," JVinsLanU) , 
Lives ot poets. 

r. T42. There, stafK*t\! -u-f to armx, KetocasiU sh'nics co>n- 
plete."] *' The Dutciivv-s ofN'ewcHSlIe was one wIkt bu- 
*' sicu luTseif in the ravi^^ini'tJelights of poetry ; Ir.iv- 
" insT ^o poste'*iiy in rrint thne ample volusnes oJher 
" studious endeavours." ty'nixtaTiley , ibid, Lans:baine 
reckons up eight folios of her Grace's, which were 
u^jually adorned wit!) gilded covers, and had her coat 
of arms upon them. 

V. 146. — zvoribv 5V'.';V, BarJ^r ard Broome.'} The Port 
has mentioned these three authors in part cular, a?» 
thev are parallel to cjr hero in his three capacities: 
I. JJ>cttle was his brother La'.iren*e, only indeed up(»ji 
half-pay, for the City i"s:er.'l of tiif Court; but equa'Iv 
famous for unintelligible flipfh»^ in his pf»emson public 
occasions, such as show?, bir^h-days, &c. 2. Banks 

IMITATIONS. 

-.'. 140. In the former e»';-. 

The piige admires nr-.v ocnutic^ rot i's own.] 
" Mirtiiurqiic novjs trornk'S euion sua poina." 
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But, high above, more solid Jearnir.^ shone, 
Tlie Classics of an age that heard of none; 
There Caxton slept, with Wynk) n at his side, 
One clasp'd in wcod, and one in strong cow-hide; 150 
There, sav'd by spice, like mummies, many a year. 
Dry bodies of divinity appear ; 
De Lyra there a dreadful front extends. 
And htre the groasiing shelves Philemon bends. 

RtlMARKS. 

was his rival in tragedy, (though more successful) in 
one of his tragedie., the larl of Kesex, which is yet 
alive: Anna boleyn, the (^ueeii cf Scots, and Cyius 
the CiPcat, are dead and goi.c. These he dressed in a 
sort of beggar's velvet, or a Jiappv mixture of th:^ thick 
fustian and thin prosaic; exactly imitated in Parolla 
and Isidora, Cu:sarin Egypt, and the heroic Daughter. 
3. JBroomewasasening-uianuf Uen Jonson, who o.ice 
picked up a comedy Irom hisbotieri, or from some cast 
scenes ot hi& masters, not entirely contemptible. 

V. 194. Cax:on.2 A printer in the tniie of lidward IV. 
Richard III. and Henry VII. Wynkyn de Word, his 
successor, in that of Henry VII. iind"\III. 

r. 153.] Nich. de Lyra; or llarpsfield, a very volu- 
minous commentator, whose works, in live vast folios, 
were printed in 1472. 

r. 154.J Philemon Holland, doctor in physic. ** He 
" translated so many books, that a man i\ ould think he 
** had done not hing'else; insouuuh that he miglit bu 
** called Trans!ator-( J encral cfhibage. The books alone 
•* of his turning into linglish, arc sutticiem to make a 
" country geniTeman a compicat library." U imtuni y. 

VAHIAl IUN3. 

T. 146.;] In the first edit, it was 

Well purg'd, and worthy, \\ — y, W — s andBl — . 
And in the foiluwing alttrcd to \Vytlicr.>, Qiiarlts, 
and Hlooiite, on whit h Wt.s the Ibllowin^ note: 

It was printed in the »urrcptiiiuu:> editions, W- h , 
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Of these twelve volumes, twelve of amplest size, 155 
Redeem'd from tapers and defrauded pies, 
Inspir'd he seizes : these an altar raise; 
An hecatomb of pure, unsully'd lays 
That altar crowns; a folio common-place 
Founds the whole pile, of all his works the base : 16© 
Quartos, Octavos, shape the less'ning pyre, 
A twisted birth-day ode completes the spire. 

Then he, great tamer of all human art! 
First in my care, and ever at my heart ; 
pulnessl whose good old cause I yet defend, 165 

With whom my Muse began, with whom shall end, 
E're since Sir Fopling's periwig was praise. 
To the last honors of the Butt and Bays : 
O thou ! of bus*ness the directing soul ! 
To this our head like bias to the bowl, 1 70 

Which, as more pond'rous, made its aim more true. 
Obliquely waddling to the mark jn view : 

VARIAT'ONS. 

W— s, who were persons eminent for gopd life ; the one 
writ the Life of Christ in verse, tl],e other seme valu- 
able pieces in the Ivric kind, on pious subjoctj. Thff 
line is here restored according to its origiiiai. 

*' George Wythers was a great pretender to poetical 
*' zeal against the vices of the times, arid abused the 
*' greatest personages in power, which brouglit upon 
*' nim frequent correction. The Marshalseaand New- 
** gate were no strangers to him." TVinsUmley. Ouarles 
was a dull writer, but an honester man. Blbome's 
books are remarkable for their cuts. 

V. 162. A twisted, &c.] In the former edit. 

And last, a little Ajax tips the spire. 

Van — a little Ajax.'] In duodecimo, translateji froiif 
fSyphoce^ i?7 Tibbald. 
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O ! ever gracious to perplex'd maiikimJ, 

Stil] spread a healing mist before the mind ; 

And, lest we err by WitS wild dancing light^ 175 

Secure us kindly in our native night. 

Or, if to wit a coxcomb make pretence, 

Guard the sure barrier between that and sense; 

Or quite unravel all the reas'nini>^ thread. 

And hang some curious cobweb in its stead ! \$^ 

As, forc'd from wind-guns, lead itself can fly. 

And ponderous slugs cut swiftly through the sky; 

As clucks to weight their nimble motion owe, 

Th6 wheels above urg'd by the load below ; 

Me Emptiness and Dulness could inspire^ j.^5 

And were my elasticity and fire. 

Some daemon stole my pen (forgive th' offence) 

And once betray'd me into common sense : 

IMITATIONS, 
■w. 166. TVitb whom my muse began^ xvilh w'.om shall end. f 
•* A te principium, tibi desinei. — " / nf^. Kcl. vin. 

" Prima dicte mihi, summa dicciida Camccna.";.'! ■ . 



VARIATIONS. 



177. Or, if to wit, &C.J in the fcrmcr cdir. 
Ah ! stilio'er Britain stretch that pL-acctuI wanrl. 
Which lulls ih' Helvetian and IJat.{\iaii laiid; 
Where rebel to thy throne, it Science rise, 
She does but show her coward fate, and tli^s: 
There thy good Scholiasts, with unwc'ar.\ *d pair: , 
Make Horace fiat, a. d humbic Maro's <;tr.:i..^ 
llere studious 1 unlucky Moderi:;) :a\o. 
Nor sleeps one error in it's luther's grav e. 
Old puns restore, lost bJuiicJcrsnicciy ^cc•.^, 
And crucify poor Shake.- pcarc o;.co a Wnk. 
J'or the supplying, in the v.orit c: i:..\ .>, 
Noiei to duiTbooki, uiid |ji:w'.o2.^i-^o vi c\a:;A:.i.N> 



Vw \' »^ 
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EUc all my prose and verse were much the same; 
This prose on stilts, that, poetry fall'n lame. 190 
Did on the stage my fops appear confin'd ? 
My life gave ampler lessons to mankind. 
■ Did the dead letter unsuccessful prove ;* 
The brisk example never failM to move. 
Yet sure, had Heav'n decreed to save the state, 19s 
Heav'n had decreed these works a longer date. 
Coald Troy be sav'd by any single hand, 
This gray-goose weapon must have made her Jtand. 
"What can I now ? my Fletcher cast aside. 
Take up the Bible, onre my better guide ? zoo 

Or tread the path by vent'rous heroes trod. 
This box my thunder, this right hand my God ? 
Or chair*d at White's amidst the doctors sit. 
Teach oaths to gamesters, and to nobles wit? 

VARI^TIONS. 

Not that my quill to critics was confin'd. 
My verse gave ampler lessons to mankii^d ; 
So gravest precepts may successless prove, 
But sad exampits ntver fail to move. 
As, forc'd from wind-guns, Sic. 
V. 1*5. Tctsurcy bad Heaven y Ac] In t'lC former edit. 
Had Heav'n decreed such works a longer date, 
llcav'n had decreed to spare the Grub-street state. 
Bur sec great Settle to the dust descend, 
And all thy cau^e and empire at an end ! 
Could Troy be bav'd, — &c. 

IMITATIONS. 
V. 199. — lad Ucctv'n decreed y &c.]] 
" Me di f oelicolx* voluissent ducccrc vitam, 

'^ Has mihi scr\as?ent sedes," CirK^. A\\\. IT. 

r/. tg-j, joS. Could Troy he sivd — Tbij g;f&3-^ooitvita\«Tv.\ 

J^efendipo.seM, ctiam hive del: n^^^^^ ^^^^' ^ • "-^ ^^' 
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/I bidst thou rather party to embrace ? 20 j 

(A friend to Party thou, and all her race; 
'Ti? the same rope at diff'rent ends they twist; 
To Dulness Ridpath is as dear as Mist). 
Shall I, like Curtius, desperate in my zeal, 
O'er head and ears plunge for the commonweal ? 310 
Or rob Rome's ancient geese of all their gloitcs^ 
And cackling save the monarchy of Tories ? 
Hold — to the minister I more incline ; 
To scne his cause, O Queen ! is serving thine. 
And see ! thy very Gazetteers give o'er, 2:3 

Ev'n Ralph repents, and Henley writes no more. 
What then remains? Ours^lf. Still, still remain 
Cibbcrian forehead, and Cibheri^n brain. 
This brazen brightness, to the 'squire so dear; 
This polish'd hardness, that reflects the peer: 320 

This arch absurd, that wit and fool delights. 
This mess, toia'd up of Hockley-holc and White's; 
WJiere dukes and butchers jcin to wreathe my crcwu, 
At once the Hear and Fitldle of the Town. 
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O born in sin, and for:h in folly brought 
Works damn'd, or to be damn'd ; (your fallier's fault; 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 207. TLh hex my thundtr, this rt^bt hand ry Ccd?''] 
*' Dexiramihi D^us, et telum^qftcd mixn-e lioro." 

Vii^Hf ot the Gods or Mezentiu'?. 

VAKIATIOVS. 

r. 2T 3. Hold — to the mtt.Mter.1 In the former edition : 
Yes, to my country I my pen consigix. 
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Co, purify \1 by flames, ascend the sky. 
My better and more Christian progeny ! 
Unstain'd, untouch'd, and yet in maiden sheets. 
While ail your smutty sisters walk the streets. 230 
Ye shall not beg, like gratis-given Bland, 
Sent with a pass and vagrant through the land ; 
Kor sail v/ith Ward, to Ape-and-monkey climes, 
Vv here vile Mundungus trijtcks for viler rhymes: 
Not sulphur-tipt, emblaze an ale-house fire ! 235 

Kot wrap up oranges, to pelt your sire! 

REMARKS. 

r. 231. — gra'is-ghtn B.and, — Sent with a past."} It 
wasa practicesotogivetheDaily Gazetteer, andminis- 
tenal pamphlets, (in which this B. was a writer), and 
to send them post-free to all the towns in the kingdom. 

*'• ^35* — wi.A IVardf to Apt-and-monkcf cUmes.^ ** Ed- 
" ward Ward, a very voluminous poet in Iludibrastic 
** ver»e, but best known by the London Spy, in prose. 
** He has of late years kept a public house in the City, 
'• (but in a genteel way) and with his wit, humour, 
*' and good liquor, (<le) afforded his guests a pleasur- 

VAUIATIONS. 

Tait without spot, tlian grea&'d by grocers* hands. 
Or hhijip'd with Ward to Ape-and-iiionkey lands; 
Or Wdttingifiiiger, round the streets to run. 
And visit ateliouse, where ye first begun. 
With that he lifted thrice the sparkling brand. 
And thrice hedropp'd it, &c. 

IMITATIONS. 

Var. And visit alebouseJ] Waller on the Navy : 
Those tow'rsoi'oak o*er fertile plains niay go, 
Atid visit mountains where they once did grow, 
V. II*). Unsiaind, unioucii'd, &C.]] 

** - Felix Priameia\irgoi 

'* JiiS^a niori : quae sortitui, non pertulit ullos, 
Stc vjcioris heri tctigit captiva cubile! 
\o>jp:nriii i/jit'ii>a, di><irv4|?er'dtc^uoravectae,"&c. 



it 
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O ! pass more innorent, in infant state. 

To the mild Umbo of our father Tate : 

Or peaceably forgot, at once be blest 

In Shadwcli's bosom with eternal rest! 240 

Soon to that mass of nonsense to return, 

Where things destroyed are swept to things unborn. 

With that, a tear (portentous sign of grace!) 
Stole from the master of the sev'nfold face ; 
And thrice he lifted high the birth-day brand, 245 
And thrice he dropt it from hisquiv'ring hand ; 
Then lights the structure with averted eyes; 
The rolling smoke involves the sacrifice. 
Th' op'ning clouds disclose each work by turns. 
Now flames the Cid, and now Perolla burns; 250 

REMARKS. 

'* able entertainment, especially tho?c of the Hi;;h- 
'* church party." J(ieob, Lives of Poets, vol. II. p. 225. 
Great number of his works ncre yearly sold into the 
Plantations. Ward, in a book called Apollo's Maggot, 
declared this account tobeagreat falsity, protest inj^ that 
his public -house was not in the City, but in Moorhelcli, 
V. 238, 210. — Tale — Suadwell.'} Two of his prede- 
:e>&ors in the Laurel. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 2 50. Now James the Cid, &c.]] In the former edit. 
Now flames old Memnon, now Rodrigo bums, 

IMITATIONS. 

f. Z45. And tbrice be lifted bigb tbe birtb-day brand."} 
.■id,orAlthae,onalikeoccasion,burningheroft^spring ; 
'* Turn conata quater flammis imponere torrein, " 

' Coep'a quater tenuit." 

. 1 50. Nnc flames tbe Cid, \'c.] 

*( Jam Deiphobi dedit -Amip\A.T\\\T\«scv, 

•* ViiJcano superamc dort\os *, Vaycv vxoxvwva'i* ■»'^^^^ 
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Croat CiP^ar roars, and hisses in the fires; 

Kin4 Joiin, i]i .ileiice, modestly expires : 

^,'0 merit no'.v the dear Nonjuror claims^ 

r.^c li-.T'-'s old stubble in a moment H^mes. 

'it Mr-; ^uoh'd again, as from pale Priam's eyes, 355 

Wlicn tlio last blaze sent I lion to the skies. 

Itou/'d by the light. Old Dulness heav'd the head, 
i'hvn MMtcht a slitet of Thule from her bed ; 
SiiiKii-n >he liies, and wheiir.s it o'er the pyre; 
i^uwn Mhk the flames, and with a hiss expire, 260 

iler ami'le presence fills up all the place ; 
A \ . il of ibu;s dilatci her awful face : tmay'rs 

(;rj.ii in her charms! as when on shrieves and 
i>h** I'juks, and breathes hericlf into their airs. 
hfhr bid< hi'ii wait her to her sacred dome : 265 

Vv (;il ple;r>'U he cnter'il, and confessM his home. 
t>.) bpirils, ending their terrestial race, 
Aocendj and recognize iheir native place. 

VARIATIONS. 

In one quick flash see Proserpine expire. 
And last, his own cold i^schylustook lire. 
Then gusht the tears, as from the Trojan's eyes 
When the last blaze, &c. 
After t'. 268. In the former editions followed those 
two lines, 

llaptur'd, he gazes round the dear retreat. 
And in sweet numbers celebrates the seau 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 26]. Grtat in her charms! as when on sbrievts and 

rtJy 'rs 
.S f id /:>■, and breathes herself into their airs."} 
'* Aln)<j parens confe^sa ceam ; quali£.4uc videri 

'• Ci^tlitoli-i, et quanta solet." lirg^JEn. II. 

•' Et l^tijs oculis afflavll Uonores." Id. /Ln. I. 
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This tlie Great Mother dearer held than alf 
The clubs of Quidnuncs, or her own Guildhflli : 270 
Here stood her opium, here she nurs'd her owls. 
And Iiere she plann'd th* imperial sc;it ot fcofs. 
Here to her chosen all her works the shows. 
Prose swelJ'd to verse, verse loit'rinjj into prose- 
Hot\' random thoughts, now meaning thante to nn<i. 
Now leave all memory of sense behind: 2-0 

How prologues into prcf;iccs decay. 
And these to notes arc frittcr'd quite away; 
How index-learning turns no student p;ilc, 
Yet holds the eel of science by the tail : : ^c 

Jlow, with less reading than makes f*:lor:s\-iapc.. 
I^css human genius than God gives an apr, 
»Small thanks to France, and none to Rome or Greece^ 
A past, vamp'd, future, old, rcviv'd, new piece, 
'Twixt Plautus, Fletcher, Shakespeare, and C o;iiciI.>, 
Can make a Cibber, Tibbaid, or Ozell. :>'(> 

RKMAJJKS. 

7;. 2^6. — TibhaU."} Lewis Tibbaid (as prono'sr.re'fl ) .oj 
Theobald, (ij>writien^ wa> bred an arior'.ey. uwc. -on 
to an attorney (-ays Mr. Jacob) of Sittcnburu h\ Kc?it. 
He wasaurhorofsomef()rgottfnpl<:3'8,transl;iijo!'.s,iji(l 
o her piece-. He wAt ccnctrned in a pM^^er ci^iird Tlif 
Censor, and a translation of Ovid. ** 'J liere !< ;• no'o- 
rious idiot, one hiclit Wliachum, who. fro»n ;!i! 1 n«U': 
** spur-leather to the law, 15 become an unde. -^;r.ij pt.i 

IMITATIONS, 

V. 26-). This the Gr:a: MotU-, &c.J 

** Urbs antiqua fuit 

'* Quam Juno Itrrur terns mr.gis omnibv« iT.nn 
" Vos\ habitn rohiis-o ^jtmo: h;c illiu<; iiruia. 
*• Hie currus fill I : h:c ifgiium Dea p^enMbii- c ■' 
I Si qua latu-iinaut) jam tuui tenditque f..'. «'fi;i(.-. • 
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The gorlJess then o'er his anointed head. 
With myotic words, the sacred opium shed. 
And, lo! her bird (a monster of a fowl. 
Something betwixt a hcideggre and owl) 293 

REMARKS. 

" to the play-house, who hath lately burlesoued the 
" M etamorphoses of O vid by avile translation^sc. This 
*' follow ii; concerned in an impertinent paper called 
*' riu-Ccnsor." DrMihj Rem. on P6pe's Homer, p.9,ic. 

:. 286. — Ov//.j " Mr. JohnOzclI (if we credit Mr. 

J rob) " did ^o to school in Leicestershire, where 

* somebody left him something to live en, when he 

shal 1 retire from business. He was designed to be sent 

to C;mibridge, in order for priesthood; but he chose 
*' ra'hertobeplacedin an office ofaccounts in the City, 
** being qualified for the same by his skill in arithme- 
'* tic, and writing the necessary hands. Hehasobliged 
** the world with manv trraislations of French 
** plays." Jacob, Lives of Dram. Poets, p. 198. 

Mr! Jacob'scharacter of Mr. Ozell seems vastly short 
of his merits, and he ought to have further justice done 
him, having since fully confuted all sarcasms on his 
Ici'.rning nnd genius, by an advertisement of Sept. 20, 
1729, in a paper called the Weekly Medley,. &c. " As 
** to my learning, this envious wretch knew, and ever\' 
'* body knows, tljat the whole Bench of Bishops, ncit 
" long ago, were pleased to give me a purse of gui- 
" neii's for discovering the erroneous translations of tlw 
*' ('ommon-prayer in Portuguese, Spanish, French, 
" Italian, &c. As for my geniu?, let Mr. Cleland shew 
" better verses in all Pope's works thanOzell's version 
" of BoiUau's Lntrin, which the late Lord Halifax was 
*'io pleased with, that he complimented him with leave 
*' todedicnteit toliim,&c. Let himshewbetterand truer 
*' P')otry in the B;»pc of the Lock, tha;i in Ozell's R:ipe 
** of the' Bucket (ia Stcchia rapiic). And Mr. Toland 
** and Mr. Gildon publicly declivredOzeil's translation 
*' of Homer to be, as it was ]>rior, so likewise supc- 
*• rior to Pope's. — Surelv, surely, everv man is freeio 
'' Jf.ei ve well of hi"2 C&uiV.x'i ." /win Oull, 
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Perch'd on his crown. ** All hail ! and hail again. 
My son ! the Prorais'd Land expects thy reign. 
Know, Eusden thirsts no more for sack or praise; 
He sleeps among the dull of ancient days ; 
Safe, where do critics damn^ no duns molest, 29 $ 

Where wretched Withers, Ward, and Gildon rest. 
And high-born Howard, more majestic sire. 
With fool of quality complete the quire. 

BRMARKS. 

We cannot but subscribe to such reverend testimo- 
nies as those of the Bench of Bishops, Mr. Toland, and 
Mr. Gildon. 

*. 296. — GUdan.^ Charles Gildon, a writer of crlM - 
cisinsand libel?, of the last age, bred at St. Omcr s, 
with the Jesuits; but renouncing Popery, he publish- 
ed Blount's books against the divinity of Christ, the 
oracles of reason, &c. He signalized himself as a 
critic, having written some very bad plays; abuscrl 
Mi. p. very scandalously in an anonymous' pamphlet 
of the life of Mr. Wycherley, printed by Curl ; in ano- 
ther called The New Rehearsal, printed in 1714; in a 
third, entitled The Complete Art of English Poe- 
try, in two Volumes; and others. 

V. 297. — Hirx'ard.'} Hon. Edward Howard, author oi~ 
the British Princes, and a great number of wonilerfivi 
pieces, celebrated by the late Earls of Dorset and Ro- 
chester; Duke of Buckingham, Mr. Waller, Sec. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 2^i.^—Kno'M Extsdetif &C.3 In the former editions: 
Know Settle cloy'd with custard and with praise, 
Isgather'd tothe'dull of ancient days ; 
•Safe where no critics damn, vq duns molest, 
W^here Gildon, Banks, and High-born Howard rest. 
I see a king ! who leads my chosen sons. 
To lands that flow with clenches and with puns : 
Till e;ich fam'd theatre my empire own ; 
Till Albiop, a.^ liiUi'iii a] bie.i w.y throne! 
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Thou, Cibbcr! thou, his laurel shalt support; 
Foil}', my son, has still a friend at Court. 
Lift up your gates, ye Princes, see Him come ! 
Sound, sound ye Viols, be thecat-call dumb! 
Bring, briiig the madding bay, the drunken vine, 
The creeping, dirty, courtly ivy join. 
And thou ! his aid-de-camp, lead on my sons, 
Light-arm*d with points, antitheses, and puns. 
Let Bawdry, Billingsgate, my daughters dear. 
Support hib front, and Oaths bring up the rear : 
And under his, and under Archer's wing. 
Griming and Grub-street skulk behind the King. 

1 when shall rise a monarch all our own. 
And I, a nursing-mother, rock the throne; 
'Twixt prince and people, close the curtain draw. 
Shade him from light, and cover him from law ; 
Fattf n the courtier, starve the learned band. 
And suckle armies, and dry-nurse the land : 
'Till senates nod to lullabies divine^ 

And ail be sleep, as at an ode of thine." 

VAH1ATION5. 

1 see ! I see ! — Then rapt she spoke no more, 
C^od save King Tibbald » Grub-street alle\5> roa 
So when Joves block, &c. 

IMITATIONS. 

y 

7'. 30<. The crerp'Vf^f dr.'y, rourlh tTyjcin.^ 
" Quorum imagines laiiibuut 
*' Hederae bequaces." 
-'. 311, 0! when i ball rise a monarchy &'C.|] Boil' 
L'.unn, chant ii. 

*■' IIol?-? ! (ju'est devenu re terns, ''ot hurevix ^rrrj^^ 
*' Ou ho rds s'honjr.e-M du nc'ni u*c Faiiicaii:-.' « 
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She ceas*d. .Then shells the Chapel-royal throat ; 
God save King C.bber! mounts in ev'ry note. 120 
Familiar White's, God save King CoIIey ! cries; 
Cod save King Col ley I Drury-Iane replica: 
To Needham's quick the voice triumphal rode> 
But pious Needham dropt the name of God; 
Back to the Devil the last echoes roll, . 325 

And Coll ! each butcher roars at Uockley-hole. 

So when Jove's block descended from on high, 
(Assingsthy great forefather, Ogilby) 
Loud thunder to its bottom shook the bog, 329 

And the hoarse nation croak'd, God save King Log ! 

REMARKS. 

V. 324. Bvt pious Neidbam.2 A matron of great fame. 




But her fate was not so liappy ; tor being convicted, 
and set in the pillory, she wa.^ (to the lasting shan:c 
of all her great friends and votaries) so ill-used by the 
^populace, that it put on end lo her duys. 
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THE DUNCIAD. 

TO DR, JONATHAN SWIFT. 

BOOK II. 
^^e 9[rg«men^ 

The KtnR beinc praclaimcd, tltc solnniuty is graced witbf nbllc games a"' 
•ports ot vaiious kinds} not institured by the Herx), as by Aenijs in 
Virgil, but for creater honour by the Goddess in 'person (in like mm- 
iieras the e*nies rithii, Iltlimiat ^* ^*^< anciently said to.be or* 
dained by the gods, and as TbctU herself appearing, according to Homer, 

. Ody^s y XXIV. pruposOl the prixin in honour of her son Achilles). 
Hitber flock the foeti and Crhiot, attended, as is but Just, wUh their 
Patrtjns and Bodcsciicrs. The Goddess is first plcascdi for her disport, 
to propose games to the Booksellers, and scttt-th up the phantom of a 
poet, which they contend to overtake. 'J frc races described, with their 
d vrers accidents. Next the Ume for a lioetess. Then fo)]ow the exer* 
-cises for the Poets, of ticklini:, voriter»ting, diviae: the first hdds forth 
the arts and practices of Dcdicatois, the second of Disputants and fustian 
Poets, the third of profound, dark, and dirty party-wriccrs. Lastly, fur 
the Crirics the Goddess propos':s [with gnat pro{:rlety) an cxcrrisr, not 
of rhfir parts, but their patienre, in heuiag the %vorks Of two voluminous 
autbon, the one in verse, and the other ia proac, deliberately reiid« 
without sleeping ; the various eflTefU of which, with the several degrees 
;9nd maoneri i^f their opjn^ina, %n here set forth, till the whole r.un>ber« 
niiC of Clitics only, but of SpcAators, AAors, and all present, tail fdrst 
asleep j which naturally and cecessaiily ends the Games. 

High on a gorgeous seat, that far outshone 
Henley's gilt tub, or Fleckno's Irish throne, 

V. 2. — or Fleekno't Irish throne.'] Richard Fleckno was 
an Irish priest, but had laid aside (as himself ex- 
pressed it) the meclianic part of priesthood. He 
printed some plays, poems, letters, and travels. I 
doubt not our Author took occasion to mention him 
in re.-pect to the poem of Mr. Dryden, to whom this 
bears some resemblance, though of a character more 
djfi'erenx from it than that of the >^i)neid from the Iliad, 

or the I-utrin of Boileau from the De/ait de Bcfxtts rvfitu 

v/^urazin. 
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Or that where on her Curls the Public pours, 
AU-bounteous, fragrant grains and golden show'rs. 
Great CiUiersate : the proud Parnassian sneer, 5 
The conscious simper, and the jealous leer. 
Mix on his look : all eyes direct their rays 
On him, and crowds turn coxcombs as they gaze. 
His peers shine round him with reflected grace. 
New edge their dulness, and new bronze their face. 
So from the sun's broad beam, in shallow urns, 1 1 
Heaven's twinkling sparks draw light, and point their 
horns. 
Not Aviih more glee, by hands pontific crown'd. 
With scarlet hats wide waving circled round. 
Home in her Capitol saw Querno sit, 15 

Thron'd on seven hills, the antichrist of wit. 

REMARKS. 

p. 15. Rome tn ber Capitol saw Querno ttt,'] Camillo 
Ouerno was of Apulia, who, hearing the great encou- 
ragement which Leo X. gave to poets, travelled to 
Home with a harp in his hand, and sung to it twenty 
tMOu.-«an(l verocs of a poem called Alexias. He was 
introduced as a buifoon to Leo, and promoted to the 
honour of the Laurel ; a jest which the Court of Rome 
and the Pope himself entered into so far, as to cause 
him to ride on an elephant to the Capitol, and to hold 
a solemn festival on his coronation; at which, it i$ 

IMITATIONS. 

V, I . }Ii^b on a gorgeous seat.} Parody of Milton, Book 1 1. 
* ' High on a throne of royal state, that tar 
** Outshone the wealth ot Ormusand of Ind, 
*f Or where the gorgeous East with richest hand 
" bhow'rs on her kings Barbaric ^.(iaxl ^tv<l ^viX^J)., 
*' .Vaian exulted sate.** 
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And now the Queen, to glad her sons, proclaims 
lU- herald hawkers, high heroic games. 
U'he; summon all her race : an endless band 
Fours forih, and leaves unpeopled half the land. zo 
A motley mixture! in long wigs, in bags. 
In >iU:s, in crapes, in garters, and in. rags, 
V\o\\\ drawing-rooms, from colleges, from garrets. 
On horre, on foot, in hacks, and gilded chariots; 
All who true Dunces in her cause appear'd, 25 

And all v/ho knew those Dunces to reward. 

Amid that area wide they took their stand, 
Where the tall May-pole once o*crlook*d tlie Strand, 
JBut now (so Anne and Piety ordain) 
A chrrch collects the saints of Drury-fane. 30 

With authors, stationers obey'd the call, 
(The field of glory is a field for all). 
<JIory and gain., th* industrious tribe provoke. 
And gentle dulness ever loves a joke. 
A peel's form she plac'd before theireyes, 35 

And bade the nimblest racer seize the prize; 

REMARKS^ 

recorded, the poet himself was so transported, as to 
weep for joy*. He was ever after a constant frequeii- 
tor of the Pope's table, drank abundantly, and puurt-d 
fjith verses without number. Paulus Jivius, I ton. 
I'ir. doct. cap. xxxii. Some idea of his poeliy i5.gi\ ci» 
^y Fam. Sirada in his Prolusions. 

IMITATIONf,. 

f . 3 ?. ^ poet* s form ike placed before their e\es. ] Thi .■* U 
wiiat Jwno does to deceive Turnus, Jlin. X. 

*See life of C. C. clwp. vi. p. 14^. 
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No meagre, muse-rid mope, adust and thin. 

In a dun night-gown of his own loose skin ; 

But such a bulk as no twelve bards could raise. 

Twelve starr'Iing bards of these degen'ratc days. 40 

All as a partride plump, full-fed, and fair, 

She form'd this image of well-body'd air; 

With pert flat eyes she window *d well its head, 

A brain of feathers, and a heart of lead ; 

And empty words she gave, and sounding strain, 45 

But senseless, lifeless ! idol void tind vain ! 

Never was dash'd out, at one lucky hit, 

A fool, so just a copy of a wit ; 

So like, that critics said, and courtiers swore, 

A wit it was, and caird the phantom More. 50 

All gaze with ardour : some a poet's name. 
Other's a sword-knot and lac'd suit inflame ; 

IMITATIONS. 

" Turn Dea nube cava, tenuem s'lKevinbus umlram 
*' In faciem Aeiiede (visu mirrtbile moustrum :; 
*' Dardaniis ornat telis, eiypeuinqucjuba=que 

** Divini aisimilat cnpitis- 

'* -Dat inania vrrita, 

** V)dt sine meht€ tohum " 

The reader will ob.^er\'e how exactlv some oftliesc 
verses suit with their allcgoricaf application here to u 
plap:iary. There seems to me a great propriety in tlii.> 
epi.'odo, wIuTC s.uch a one is iniitgincd by a pbamctn 
that deludes the grasp of the expecting bodk^•elie^. 

r. 39. Btiisucli :: bulk n: no hvelve burJi could ra/.^fl 
*' Vixillud lecli bis sex 

*•' Qualia ! uiic liominunj producit corpora tellu-." 

/:/-. .f:!!. \II. 
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iJiit lofty Lintot in the circle rose, 

** This piize is mine, who tempt it are my foes; 

** With me began this genius, and ^^halI cncf.** 55 

Jlc spoke, and who with Lintot shall contend ? 

Fear held them mute. Alone, untaught to fear. 
Stood dauntless Cut I ; '' Behold that rival here! 

REMARKS. 

:-. 5?. Biulofy l.in'.oiJ} We enter hereupon the Epi- 
sodtotihe Booksellers ; persons, whose names being 
m.)ie known and famous in the learned world than 
ll)0o>e of the Authors in this Poem, do Ilicretbre nifd 
lesa explanation. The action of Mr. Lintot here, 
imitates that of Dares in Virgil, rising juM in thi» 
manner -o lay hold on a bull. Fhisemineiit Booksel- 
ler printed ttie Rival Modes before mentioned. 

V. 58. Stood dauHtless CwW.J We come now to a cha- 
racter of much respect, that of Mr. Edmund Curl. As 
a plain repetition of great actions is the best praise of 
them, we shall only say 01 this eminent man, that he 
carried the trade many lengths beyond what it ever be- 
fore had arrived at ; and that lie was the envy and ad- 
n)iration of all his profession. He possessed himself 
of a command o\er all authors whatever; he caused 
them to write what he pleased ; they could not call 
tlicir very names their cwn. He was not only famous 
ainunij these, he was taken notice of by the state, the 
church, and the law, and received particular marks of 
distinction from eiich. 

li will be owned, that he is here introduced with 
ail possible dignity: bespeaks like the intrepid Dio- 
merie; he runs like the swiit-footcd Achilles; if he 
fulls, *tis like the beloved Nisus; and (what Homer 
makes to be the chief of all praises) he is favoured of 
the Gods : he says but three words, and his prayer is 
heard; a godtless conveys it to the seat of Jupiter.— 
'J'hough he loses the prize, he gains the victory ; the 
(Jrcat Mother herself comforts him, she inspires him 
With e.\pedicnt';j bhe honouri him "Aith aii immorul 
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*• The race by vigour, not by vaunts, is won ; 
*' So take the hindmost. Hell," he said, and run. Co 
Swift as a bard the bailifFleaves behind. 
He left huge Lintot, and outstript the wind. 
As when a dab-chick waddljgs through the copse 
On feet and wings, and flies, and wades, and hops; 
So lab*ring on, with shoulders, hands, and head, 6> 
Wide as a windmill all his figure spread, 

BEMAKKS. 

present (such as Achilles receives from Thetis, and 
w^Cneas from Venus) at once instructive and prophe- 
tical. After this \\e is unrivalled and triumphant. 

The tribute our Author here pajrs him is a grateful 
return for several unmerited obligations : many weigh- 
ty animadversions on the public affairs, and many ex- 
cellent and diverting pieces on private persons, has lie 
given to his, name. It ever he owed tv\ o verses to an v 
other, he owed Mr. Curl some thousands. He w as 
every day extending his fame, and enlarging his writ- 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 60. So lake the bindmosi, Ildl.'] 
^' Occupetextremum scabies j mihiturperelinqniest." 

i/or. de Arte. 

». 61, &C.2 Something like this is in Homer, IlirMi 
X. ver. 220, of Diomed. Two different manners oi" 
tlie same author in his similie^i are also imitated in 
the two following; the first, of the Bailiff, is short, 
unadorned (and as the critics well know) ironi fami- 
liar life; the second, of the Water-fowl, more ex- 
tended, picturesque, and from rural life. The S9th 
verse is likewise a literal translation of one in Honitr. 

V. 64, 65. On feet and wings , andjiies, and wades f and bops ; 
So lab* I in fr on^ with shoulders, bands , and bead."] 

« So eap^erly the Fiend 

" O'er bog, o'erstec-p, thro' streight, rough, denfe, or 

rare, 
" With head, hands, wings, or feet, pursues his v.nv. 
** And swims, or sinks, or wader, orcreeps, or dvc^." 
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W'nh r.rms expanded Bernard rows his state, 
A::J ki't-icg;;'d J:\ccb seems to emulate. 
lull ill iho niitlille way there stood a lake, 
Wliicli Curl's Coriniia ch.inc'd that morn to male; 
( "^'uch was her went, at early dawn to drop 71 

Her e\ 'ning catei before his neighbour's shop) ; 
Her fortun'd Citrl to slide; loud sliout the band. 
And Bernard! Bernard ! rings through all the Strand. 

REMARKS. 

ings ; witness innuiDerable instances ; b.ut it shall snf- 
iice only to mention the Coitri Poeins, ^vliich he 
meant to publish as the work of the true writer, a 
liidy of quality ; but being first threatened, and after- 
wards punished for it by Mr. Pope, he geiierouslv 
transft-rred it from her to him, and ever since printed it 
in his name. The single time that ever he spoke to 
C. was on that affair, and to that happy»incident he 
owed all the favours since received from hinT : so true 
is the suying of Dr. Sydenham, '* Tliat any one ^11 
*' be, at some time or ether, the better or the worse for 
** having but ^een or spcken to a good or bad inan." 

V. 70. — Curl's Corimia.'] This name, it seems, was 
taken by one Mr.s. T , who procured soiqc private 

IMITATIONS. 

f. 67, 6S. With arms expandedy Bernar*d rffvos bis state. 
And lefl-legg* d Jacob seems to emulate^ 
Milton, of the motion of the swan, 

** rows 

" His state with oary feet." 
And Dryden, of another's — With izvo lefHegs—- 
X. 73. Hrr,' forlun'd Curl to sUde.'} 

** Labitur infelix, caesis ut forte juvenris 
*' Fusus humum, viride.-que super madcfe.oeretherba.', 
** Concidit, immundoquc limo, s^croque cruore." 

rirg. uT!n. V. of Nisus. 
V. 74. And Bernart BernariJ!] 
'< Ui littus, Hyla! Hyla! omnc sonarot." 



Virg. Eel. VU 
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Obscene with filth the miscreant liefi bewrny'd, 75 
Frtll'n in the plash his wickedness had laid: 
Then lirit (if poets aiig!it of truth, declare) 
The catiff'\'iJticide lonceiv'd a pra 'r. 

Hear, Jove ! whose name my baids and I adore, 
As much at least as any god's, or more; So 

And him and his, if more devotion warms, 
Down with the Bible, up with the Pope's Arms. 

A place there is, betwixt earth, air, and seas. 
Where, from Ambrosia, Jove ret ires for ease. 
There in hi^ feat, two spacious vents appear. 85 

On this he si;s, to that he leans liis ear. 
And hears the various vows of fond miinkind; 
Some be/; an eastern, some a western wind; 
All vain petitions, mounting to the sky. 
With reams abundant this abode supply ; 90 

Amus'd he r/ads, and then returns the bills, 
bi.ijii'd with that ichor whivh from gods distils. 

In otlW l.c-re fair Cloacina stands, 
Ar.d ministers to Jove with pure i hands. 

r KM AUKS. 

letters of Mr. Pope, while almost a boy, to Mr.Crom- 
wtil, and sold them wiilunit tho coiiscnl of t-ither i.f 
tii{)".c griiJltTinn, to Curl, who j risiied thein in lii.'u;, 
1-27. He di%(ovtrtd her to boilie puhlisher, in h.s 
K''> . p. 1 1. We oj.ly take this opportunity of nun- 
ti >i:iii/ tlie m.inn.r iii v»hiclj th«/sc le tcrs got ahruat', 
unii 't r he author WiS a^hawu'd<,l';is \erv til-. i;il ilii- <• , 
r.:'.' not «-iilx- cf.'ox.ncn, but wf wion^ Jii.i^^Oii'C-jM- u\ 
i.icM aMdii.'il-.-. and only (xcuscabie from iIieNourn 
find iiic:.];criencc of the wnter. 

1:.! n M j( s's. 
:■. ^^ ',. I /'•': tr :brre is -i' :■.■.'./ c-V, enr'hf <7i./.!f.i.r.] 
■♦ ( ';!•■.• i'-iu-. medio k^' , \'a\' x t'::vo.i'.\x.'Cj\TC«v\\A-.v.vi^ 
' t Otitiie. i/i/c;j/.igcU>." * Ov'.i.VLvA. ^. \ 
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Forth from the heap she pick'd her votary's pray'fj 
And plnc'd it next him^ a distinction rare! 
(;i"t Iiad the Goddess heard Iicr servants call. 
From her blr.ck grottoes near the Temple-wall, 
Li^t'ning delighted to the jest unclean 
Of I ink-boys vile, and watennen obscene; 
"Where as he fish'd her nether realms for wit^ 
tihc oft had favour'd him, and favours yet. 
l^eni.'\v'd by ordure's sympathetic force, 
As oii'd with magic juices for the cpur»ej 
Vig'rous he rises; from th' effluvia strong 
Imbibes new life, and scours andstinl^s along; 
Repasses Lintot, vindicates the race. 
Nor heeds the brown dishonours of his face. 

And now the victor stretch'd bis eager hand 
Wliere the tall Nothing stood, or seemed to stand; 
A shapeless shade, it melted from his sight. 
Like forms in clouds, or visions of the night. 
To iseize his papers, Curl, was next thy care; 
Hi? papers light, fly diverse, toss'din air ; 

IMITATIONS. 

^. ic8. Korbeedsthe br-j-ji-n dhbonotirs ofhisjace^ 

«* Faciem ostentabat, et udo 

** Turpia membra fimo." — ^/>^. ^^n. 

f. 1 1 1. A sbapeifss sbade, &C.J 

»* Kliiigit iiriago 

•' Parlcvibus venti?, volucriquesimillimas'omr 

t^:rg. JEn. 
f. 114 His papers Ugbf, fly divene, tossed in air."^ ^ 
gil, A.n. VI. otthe bibyls' leaves: 

** Carmina 

•* Turbala volent rapidis ludibria ventis/* 

z 



£eA IL THE DUNCIAD. I3> 

Songs, sonnets, epigrams, the winds uplift, 115 

And whi>k *em back to Evans, Young, and Swift. 

Th' embroider'd suit at least he deem*d his picy. 

That s:uit an unpaid tailor «natch'dawa)r. 

No rag, no scrap, of all the beau, or wit. 

Thai once so flutter'd, and that once so wi'ii, no 

Hcav'n rings with laughter; of the laughter vain, 
Dulness, good Queen, repeats thejest again. 
Three wicked imps, of her own Crub-street choir^ 
She deck'd like Congrp've, Addison, and Prior; 
Clears, Warner, Wilkins, run: delusive thought! 
Breval, Bond, Besalcel, the varlets caughL uB 

Curl stretches after Gay, but Gay ii|jone, 
lie grasps an empty Joseph for a John : 

BEMABK,^. 

v. 116. Evant, Young, and S'ji'i/i.'} Sonie of those per* 
sons whose writings, epigrams, or jests, he bad owned. 

r. 124. — He CoigTdX'e, Add'iot:,and Prior."] These au* 
t'lors being such whose nan)es will reach posterity, we 
rhHll not <iive any account of them, but proceed to ihose 
cf whom it isnecc.snry. — Beaaleei Morris was author 
of ?ome satires on the iranslaturs of homer, wiih in^.ny 
ctlier thin.i^'S prin:e:I in news]>aper8 — "Bondv.rita 
** satir- against Mr. P — , Capt. Breval was author of 
** The Contlcferates, an ingenious dramatic pertorm- 
** ance, to exnose Mr. P. Mr. Gay, Or. Arbuthnot, 
'* and some ladies cf quality," says Curl, Kev, p. n. 

V. 125. Mears, ti'an.er, fVdkins.'j Boo.-.scllers, and 
printers of so ipuch anonymous stuff. 

7'. 12',^.. J.s.'fib Gay.'] A'ficti ir^us name, putbv Cnr! 
before several paniphlels, which made them p.!SS with 
many lor Mi\ G<:y's — The ambiguity of the word 
J ..e'b, which likewise signifi..s a loose upper coat, 
gives much pleasantry to the idea. 

r.iume ir. M 



.So Porteus, hunted in a Jiob'cr s' ;ipe» 

liecame, when rei/'d, a puppy, or an rpe. 13a 

To him the Goddess : Son ! thy f^riel" lay down. 
And turn this whole illusion qu the Town. 
As the sage dame, cxpcrienc'd in her trade. 
By names of toasts retails each battcr'd jade ; 
(Whence hapless Monsieur much complains at Paris 
Of wrongs from Duchesses and Lady Maries j) 136 
B6 thine, my Stationer ! this magic gift ; 
Cook shall be Prior, and Concanen Swift : 
,So shall each hostile name become our own. 
And we, toOj boast our Garth hnd'Addison. 140 

With that she gave him (piteous of his case. 
Yet smiling at his rueful length of face>- 

P.E MARKS. 

V. 138. Coai shall be Prior.'} The man here specified 
writ a thing called the Battle of Poets, in which 
Philips and Welsted were the heroes, and Swift and 
Pope utterly routed He also published some malevo- 
lent things in the British, London, and Daily Jour- 
nals 1 and, at the same time, wro'e letters to Mr. 
Pope, protesting his innocence. His chief work was 
a transUtion of Hesiod, to which Theobald wrote 
notes, and half notes, which he carefullv owned. 

Ibid.--*art(i dncanfn Szii/t.'] In the first edition of 
this Poem there were only asterisks in this place ; but 
the names were since inserted, merely to fill up the 
verse, and give case to the car of the reader. 1 

IMiTATlON'S. 

V. I^n, 1^2,'— (piteous of bis case, 

Tj: tmilinfr al his rueful length cf face) ]] 

■** — — -Kisit pater optimus illi. 

'* Me liceat ca.>uni mi.^creri irisoniis amici 

*' 5ic hi\i$i tergum Ga'Clull imiuane leonis," &-t\ 
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A hh.igjfy tr.pcstrv, woriliy to be spread 
():5 Cotlrus' (Id, or Duriloirs inot'cni bod; 
In-^iruciive wcrk! \vho>e wry-moulh'd portraiture 
j'ii-lilax "d the fates lier ojnfessors endure. 146 

Iv.irli'<f on Iii^h stood uiiba>Ii\l De Toe, 
And 'J'utcii in fl.!«ra;it iVom ilie scourije below: 
'Imro Hidj»aili, llopcr, cmigcUV. ini^ht ye view. 
Tin* very uorjfjd still look'd black and blue. 150 

1 ! 11 p>«.'l f anion •( tlsc Mi)r\ 'd cliiefs lie spies, 
A:< :'roui the bijiikcr; lii^h in air he tlies, 

ri.NrAUK.b. 

r. i.«4.— /)w«'i-';'«- noi'itr. /W.j John Dunto)) was a 
br"lki'n Bcoi"»cl!rr, and aini-'ivc stribbicr; he \\rit 
Neck or N-»lh'r»;.',, a ^ i'-l*Mit >atiiv on some niiuibtei.-* 
ct" s!ar»»; a lihtl on tiie Du e t.I" UevcnMiire and the 
Bi-hop of Peterborough, ^r. 

V. l^H. Ami 1 uubin jii:^rd:'t fr.:rt lie xcnirf^e.'] John 
Tutiiiin, author of some vile verses, and ot a weekly 
Paper, called Tlie Ob>crvau)r: he was sentenre<l to be 
whipped ihrouijii ^e\ era! town^ in the \»e&t of Engianci, 
I'.pK-n which h-j petitioned Kin:' James II. ti> be haiitevi. 
\Vhcn th»:t prince died in exile, he wrotean in\eiuve 
apaii'ot his ir.eTiiory, occa-iiLrcd by *t0nie humane ele- 
i;.e. en hi.-d«-::ih. lie hved to the time of Queen Anne. 

..149. 'fiurtl{\';',it., t\.p,..2 Au'lior-ol the Fl- ing- 
po.-t, and i'o^t-hoy, two s. nMdalou- p«'|>erson (iiiici- 
ent -iides, f.?r which they eeually and alternately de- 
t-ened to be i ud^^elicd a'l'i wi-re so. 

.. i-,i. il-r.-'.j a .Kt-.iX^-.r i'.ry'd chz'f' be Tpht.^ The 
history ot C'ur!'-, bom^r tue-u.! m a blanhet, a:.*.! whip- 
]*• d by the iJiolars ot Vv'e.tinii.ster, ii well known. 

:■. I ^I. Jtimx, ff ./ '. ';■- . \- . •.-.•\\i I • .v/f bf r/'vr.l 

* i^ctj. oijikj;r:":ic.; :'.!■.'. ;err.ii\tnM:'^'::rvit Adiivi<-- 
•• v'o.:jtiiit, ct 1..V .yin;i::.. : yni.. ,..m loci'.-. :'i:'.;iur. 
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*' Ouac regie in terrii ncit.i nf,n pleiia lahc.ns/" 
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And oh I (he cry'd) what street, what lane but knows 
Our purgings, pumpiiu's, blanketings, and blovv:»? 
In cv'rv !o:;;n our labours shall be seen, 155 

And the }re:h vomit run for ever green I 

See in the ci^le next Eliza plac'd. 
Two b ibea ( f iove close clinging to her waist ; 
Fair as beff^re her works she stands confessed, 159 

In iiOv.-'rs, and pearls, bv bounteous Kirkall dress 'd. 

REMARKS. 

or hi ^ pnrgln? and vomiting, see a full and true ac- 
ct)»;nt of a horrid revenge on the body of Edmund 
Curl, Sec. in Swift and Pope's Miscellanies. 

V. 1 57. S^e OK .be circle next Eliza plac*d.2 Eliza Hay* 
wood : this woman was authoress of thos^ most scan- 
dal lous books called The Court of Cnrimania, and The 
New Utopia. For the two Babes of Love, see Curl, 
Key, p. 22. But whatever reflection he is pleased to 
ihr.w upon this I.ady, surely it was what from him 
she littlo de-erved, who had celebrated Curl's under- 
t;: kings for n'fcrmqtion of manners, and declared her- 
self" to be so perfectly acquainted with the s\\ eetne.'S 
*' of his disposition, and that tenderness with which 
*' he considered the error? of hi=.fellow-creaiures, that, 
" thou^'h she sliould find the little inadvertencies of 
*' her own life recorded in his papers, she was certain 
" it would be done in such a manner as she could not 
*' but approve." Mrs. Haywood, HiA. of Car. printed 
in the Fcina-L* Duncitd, p. 18. 

■3. if.3. Kirkciij The name of an ensf raver. Some 
of thi . Li ^.-ys '.vbr! s were printed in four volumes in 
2 2m J, with her pi. tu'e thus dressed up before them. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. I ^6, Ar.i '.btjrcib vjn.it run for ever green!'] A parody 

cf thehe Hncsof ii latcnobli- a.ithcr: 
'' His bUedin.;; oini had furnish'd all their rooms, 
" And run f. r cer purple in the looms." 
V. I ,S. Two JuLe* cflcve cUie ciihgifig io her waist.'] 

" Crts^a erenus, Fiioloe, geminique sub ubere nati." 
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1 

The Goddess then; " Who best can send on hi^jh 
" The salient spout, far-streaming to the sky, 
" His be yoA Juno of majestic size, 
** With cow-like udders, and with ox-like eyes. 
*' This China Jordan let the chief o'ercome i6^ 

** Replenish, not ingloriously at home.'* 

Osborne and Curl accept the glorious strife, 
(Tho' this his son dissuades, and that his wife.) 

REMARKS. 

V. \6',.Oshorney Tbomit.t.'] A bookseller in Cray *s-Tnn, 
very well (jUiili/ied by his impudence to act this p.jrt ; 
therefore placed here instead of a less-deservinif prede- 
cessor. 1 liis nitiii publibhed advertisements for a year 
together, preijn-Jin^ to sell Mr* Pope's subscription- 
books of Homer's Iliad at half the price: of which book^ 
Ik? held ncue, but cut to the size of them (which whi^ 
(ju.irto) the common b'joks in folio, without coppei- 
plaies, ona worse.paper, and ne\er above half tljc value. 

Upwu this advi\rtisement the (iazetteer harangued 
thu>, July 6, i75(); " How melancholy must it be to 
*' a writer to be so unhappy as to see his works hawked 
" for sale in a manner so fatal to his fame! How, with 
" honour to yourseU^ and justice to your subscriberb, 
" can this be done .'' What an ingratitude to be charged 
" Oil the only honest poet that lived in )73;^S! and than 
** whom Virtue has not had a shriller trumpeter for 
" many agesl That you were once generally admired 
*' u\x\ esteemed can be denied by none, but that you 
*' and vour works arc now despised is verified by this 
*-'f.;Lt:" wliich being utterly false, did hot iiidee<J 
much humble the Author, but drew.thisjust chdstibC-> 
iiient on the booksellen 

IMITATIONS. 

X. I'ij. — --yon Juno 

h iib con—likf udder t, and with oi-Vhe fyer,"^ 

In allusiun to Ilomei'd BcwTrt; «bor ta *f^fD« 
t. 165. Tbit C'hijui Jordan, 
'* Tcftius Argolica hac galea contentiis ahUo." 

. . . ^ M vV\ V'vrc* Xax.NV 
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One on his manly confidence relief. 
One on his vigour a* d superior size. i 

First Osl>o:ne lean'd against his letter'd post; 
It rose^ and laboured to a curve at most. 
So Jcve's bright bow display's its wat'ry round 
(Sure sign, that no spectator shall be drown*d.) 
A second eflbrt brought but new disgnce^ i 

The wild meander wash'd the artist's fnce ; 
Thus the small jett, which hasty hands unlorkj 
Spirts in the gard'ner's eyes who turns the cock. 
Not so from shameless Curl ; impetuous spread 
The stream, and smoking flcuribh'd o'er his head. 
So (fam'd like thee for turbulence and hornsJi j 
£ridanus Ms humble fountain scorns i 

iMirATlOMS. 

In the games of Homer, Iliad XXIII. there are set 
^etlier as prizes, a lady and a kettle, as in this pii 
Mrs. Ilaywoud and ajordan. But there fhe prefeiei 
in value i given to the kettie, at which Madame I 
cier ia justly displeased, Mrci. H. is here treated w 
di U: clion, ai.d acknowledged to be the moK valua 
ot tiie two. 
V, i6j. 170, Om on bh marly c*fi\^dencrrtlits^ 
Oi.e on bis vigour, '\ 
" Ille— melior inotu, ire usque juventa ; 
'* Hie membris et mole valens," Virg^ JEn, 
V. I7j, 174. Sj Juv^*s brirbt buw — - 

S-rt '.'(frt]] 
The words of. Homer, of the raiD«bow^ in Iliad XI 

Cue le ills de Saturne a tondez dans les nues, p( 
etre dins tous les ages une signe a touis le$ morti 

Vac 
r. 181, iSi.So ifam'd like theejof tt}fkulinCe and ber 
Eridanm.'^ 

Virgil mentions these in^o c^u^\Alt^^X^xA^l'^\vdaJa 
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Through half the heav'ns he pours th* exalted urn; 
Kis rapid waters in their passage bum. 

Swift as it mounts^ all follow with their eyes ; 
Still happy Impudence obtains the prize. r$6 

Thou triumph'st, victor of the high-wrought day, 
And the pleas'd dame^ soft -smiling, lead'st away. 
Osborne, through perfect modesty o'ercome, 
Crown'd with the Jordan, walks contented home. 

But now for authors nobler palms remain ; 19? 
Room for my Lord ! three jockies in his train; 
Six huntsmen with a shout precede his chair: 
ile grins, and looks broad nonsense with a stare. 
His honour's meaning Dulness thus exprest, 195 

** He wins this patron who can tickle best." 

He chinks his purse, and takes his seat of state : 
With ready quills the Dedicators wait ; 
Now at his head the dext'rous task commence. 
And, instant. Fancy feels th* imputed sense; 200 
Kcw gentle touches wanton o'er his face. 
He struts Adonis, and affects grimace: 
Rolli the feather to his ear conveys ; 
Then his nice taste directs our operas : 

REMARKS. 

tr. 203.]] Paolo Antonio Rolli, an Italian poet, and 
writer ot many operas in that language, which, partly 

IMITATIONS. 

** Et gemina auratus taurina comu<i vultu, 
** Eriaanus, quo non alius per pinguia culta 
** In mare purpureura xioleniior iTiWmt aninis*." 

The pcets fabled of thi-i river Eridanu*, that it (lowed 

thro' the skies. Denham, Cooper's Hill : 
** Heav'n her-Eridanus no n.ore shall boast, 
*' Whose fame in thine, like lesser currents lost^ 
'* Thy nobler stream shall ^\si.i io\e.'?» ^ovi^^is,, 
*' Jo shine among the itiis, aiv^Xi^'Owi v>i\^ ^v^-^^* 
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Bcntley his mouth with classic flatt'ry opes« 205 
And the pulf' d orator bursts out in tropes. 
But \Velt>tecl most the poet's healing balm 
Strives to extract from his soft-giving palm. 

REMARKS. 

by tlie help of his genius, prevailed in England near 
twenty years. Ile'taur'ht Italian to some fine gentle- 
men, who afiected to direct the operas. 

ti. 205. HentUy bis moutbf &c.] Not spoken of the fa- 
mous Dr. Rithard Bentley, but of one Tho. Ijcntley, 
a small critic, who aped his uncle in ^UiiU Horace. 
The great one was intended to be- dediccitedto the Lord 
HaliUx, but (on a changeof the ministry) w;is given 
to the Earl of Oxfortl; for which rvasonthe little one 
was dedicated to his son the Lord Harley. 

V. 207. — ff''tlsud.2 Leonard Welsted, author of The 
Triumvirate; or, A Letter in verse from Palaemonto 
Celia at Hath, which was meant for a satire on Mr. P. 
and some of his friends, about the year 1718. He wiit 
other things which we cannot remember. Smedlev, 
in his Metamorphosis of Scriblerus, mentions one, tfie 
Hymn of a Gentleman to his Creator: and there was 
another in p^ai^e either of a cellar, or a garret. 

L. \V. characterised in the treatise TUA Bx^t^ or, The 
Art of Sinking, as a didapper, and after as an eel, is 
said to be this person, by Dennis, Daily Journal of 
Mav II, 1728. 

ffe was also characterised under another animal, a 
mole, by the author of tlie ensuing simile, which wai 
handed about at the s^ame time: 

" Dear Welsted, mark, in dirty hole, 
*' That painful animal^ a mole: 
** Above ground never born to grow, 
*' What n'lighty stir il keeps below ! 
" To make a mole-hill all this strife f 
** it digs, poke*, undermines lor life. 
** How i^roud a little dirt to .spread, 
** Conscious of nothing o'er its head! 

VARIATIONS. 

r. 207.] In the first edUum: 
Uut Oidiv.iKon the v^eV s VktiXvu^ w'kv, ^c. 
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Unlucky Wclsted! thy unfeeling master, 209 

The more thou ticklest, gripes his fist the faster. 

While thus each hand promotes the pleasing pain. 
And quick sensations skip from vein to vein. 
A youth unknown to Phoebus, in despair. 
Puts his last refuge all in hcav'n and pray'r. 
What force have pious vows ! The Queen of I-ove 
Her sister sends, her vot'ress from abovf . z i^ 

As taught by Venus, Paris learnt the art 
To touch Achilles' only tender part; 
Secure, through her, the noble prize to carry, 
He marches off*, his Grace's secretary. 22a 

Now turn to difF'rent sports (the Goddess cries) 
And learn, my Sons, the wondrous pow'r of Noise, 
To move, to raise, to ravish ev'ry heart. 
With Shakespeare's nature, or with Johnson's art, 
Let other's aim ; 'tis yours to shake the soul 22% 
With thunder rumbling from th^ mustard bowl ; 
With horns and trumpets now to madness swell. 
Now sink in sorrows with a tolling bell ! 
Such happy arts attention can command 
When Fancy flags, sind sense is at a stand, 234 

BEMARKS. 

** 'Till lab'rini" op for want of eyes, 
** It blunders mtu light, and dies." 
You have him again in Book III. ver. 169. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 22if 325. TV move, to raise, (Sfc. 

Let others aim ; 'tityowr* to tbaie, S^f .] 

** IBxcudent alii spiraAtia mollus aera, 
*' Credaetjuidem, vivos ducentde mamiore vultus,&c. 
** Tu regere imperio populos Romane^ meni^iito^ 

*' ii^e tibi eruDt artes."—- ^ 
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Imnrove xve these. Three cat-calls be the bribe 
Of him whose chatt'ring shames the monkey tribe : 
And is this drum, whose hoarse heroic base 
Drowns the loud clarion of the braying ass. 

Now tho'isand tongues are heard in one loud din ; 
The monkey-mimics rubh discordant in ; 236 

*Twas chatt'ring, grinning, mouthing, jabb'ring all. 
And Noise and Norton, Brangling and Breval, 
Dennis and disso.'jarce, and captious Art, 
And snip-^nap short, and interruption smart^ 240 
And demonstration thin, and theses thick^ 
And ma;or, minor, and conclusion quick. 
Hold, (cry'd the Queen) a cat -call each shall win; 
Equal yonr merits ! equal is your din ! 
But that this vveli-disputed game may end, 245 

Sound forth, my Braycrs, and the welkin rend. 

As when the long-ear*d milky mothers wait 
At some sick miser*s triple-bolted gate^ 
For their defrauded, absent foals they make . 
A moan so load, that all the guild awake ; 250 

Sore sighs Sir Gilbert, starting at the bray. 
From dreams of millions, and three groats to pay : 

hemarks. 

V. 238. — Norton.'} See ver. 4.1 5. — J. Diirant Breval, 
author of a very extraordinary book of travels, and 
some poems. 

IMITATIONS. 

t'. 243. — A cat-call each shall win^ &C.J 
** Non Jio-itrum inter vus taiitas componere lite?, 
" Et vitula til digiius, et hie." firg. Eel. HI. 

r. 247. Jswbcn thff &c.} A simile, with a long tail. 
In the lUiinnQi of Homer. 
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Si> swells cnili wind-pipe; ass intones to ass, 
Harmonic twang ! of leather, honi, ind brass; 
Such as from lab'ring lungs th* ellthusia^t blows. 
High sound, attempered to the vocal nose; 256 

Or such as bellow from the deep divine ; 
There, Webster! peal'd thy voice, and, Whitfield! 
But far o'er all, sonorous Blackiuore's strain; [thine. 
Walls, steeples, skies, bray back to him again. 260 
In Tofnam-fields the Brethren with amaze. 
Prick all their cars up, and forget to graze ! 

REMARKS. 

V. 258.— 7rrfc*/tfr — aid, Wbitfield.'] The one the 
writer of a newspaper called 1 he Weekly Mist ellany, 
the other a field-preacher. This thought the only 
means of advancing religion was by the new-birth of 
spiritual madnt^ss; that by the old death of fire and 
faggot : and therefore they agreed in this, though in no 
otTrerearthly thing, to abuse ail the sober clergy. From 
. the small success of these two extraordinary persons, 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 260. bray hack to him agaiti.'] A figure of speech 

taken from Virgil : 

** Et vox assensunemorumingeminataremugit." 

Gcorg. Ill, 
" He hears his numerous herds low o*cr the plain, 
•' While ncighb'nng hills law back to ihcin again." 

The poet here celebrated, Sir R. B. delighted much "in 
t!ie wor.'l Aray, which he endeavoured to ennoble by ap- 
plying it to thesounilof (zri/K?!//-, na'-, ^c. in imitation 
of hin], and btrengthenedby his authority, our Author 
Jias lure <idniittcd it into heroic poetry, 

V. 262. Prick all their ears vp, amlfoi^el Ifi ^rareQ 
** Iminemor hel-baruni quos est mirata luvenca." 

fir^^. Kcl. \ui. 
The progress cf the sound from place to pliuc, avvdvkNss. 
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l<t»npr rhanr*ry-lane retentive rolls tbe^oundj 
Aixi courts to courts return it round and round; 
Th mivi wnftfi it thence to Rufjs* roaring hall^ 165 
And Ihin.Tcrford re-echoes bawl for bawl. 
All h.iil him victor in both gifts of song, 
Whi) sillers Ao loudly, and who sings so long. 
'Mil ; labour pust, by Bridewell all descend, 
(As niorMirijj pr.iy'r and flagellation end) 270 

'I'u \\\\rw Fleet-ditch, with disemboguing strenms 
Hoi Is till'. l.irg(> tribute of dead dogs to Thames, 
Thr kin.i; of dykes! than whom no sluice of mud 
\V ith di'cpcr sable blots the silver flood. 
•• llrrc strip, my Children I here at once leap in, 275 
•• More provo who best can dash thro* thick and thin, 
•• And who the most in love of dirt excel> 
•' Or iliuk doxterity of groping well : 
" Who iiirigs most tilth, and wide pollutes around 
•* Tho5lrram,bohis the Weekly Journals bound; 280 

nrMAiiKs. 
MT inav Ir.irn how littlo hurtful bigotry 'and enthusi- 
niiu aro, while the civil magistrate pruciently forbears 
t<» lend his power to the one, in ordcif to the employ- 
ing it against the other. 

IMFTXTIONS. 

(irrnprv here of the bordoiinff regions, Tottcnham- 
IIcli!';,('Ij:inerry-I.inr,thc rhaiue?, Westminster-hal!, 
niid Ilun.i^rrrorJ 'Stairs, arc imitated from Virgil, -'En. 
\'ll. on till' scMuiilimr the horn of Alecto : 
'* Aiuiiit et Tri\iac longe lacu., audiit amnis 
*' Sul])hurea N-'ar albus aqua fontesque Velinij" &c. 
V. 27 <. 'J If ////^^ of ih!>fs ! &o.] 
*• Fluvioriimrex Eridaniis, 

** Quo non alius, per pinguia culta, 

/a mdrt^ purpmeum violentioi iufiuii amnis." Virg, 
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" A pig of lead to him who dives the best ; 
•' A peck of coals a-piece shall glad the rest." 

In naked majesty Oldmixon stands. 
And, Milo-HKe, surveys his arms and hands; 
Then sighing thus, " And am I now threescore? 28; 
•' Ah, why, ye Gods I should twoandtwo make four?" 
He said, and climb'd a stranded lighter's height. 
Shot to the blac!«: abyss, and plung'd doHrnright : 
The senior's judgment all the crowd admire. 
Who but to sink the d.eeper rose the higher. 290 

Next Smedley div'd; slow circles dimpled o'er 
The quaking nuid, thatxloc-'d £od op'd no more. 
All look, all sigh, and rail on Smedley lost ; 
Smedley in vain resounds through all the coast. 

ItbMARKS. 

V. 283. In naked Majes'.y O.dmixon r/tf/.'rff.] Mr. John 
Oldmixon, next to Mr. Dennis, the most ancient cri- 
tic of oirr nation; an unjust censurer of Mr. Addison 
in his prose Essay en Criticism, whom also in his imi- 
tation ofBouhours (cafled the Ar!s of Logic and Rhe- 
toric) he misrepresents in plain matter of fact ; for in 
p. 45. he cites the Spccator as abusing Dr. Swift by 
name, where there is not the least hint of it ; and in p. 
304, is so injurious a;- to suggest that Mr.Addiscn hini- 
seltwrit that Tatler,No.43, which says of his own simi- 
lie that " It is as great as ever entered into the mind of 
man." *' in poetry he was not.^o happy as laborious, 
** and is therefore characterized by the Tattler, No. 
** 62, by the name of Omicron, the unborn poet." — 

IMIT.M ION'S. 

V. 285. Then sighing j cbusy At.dam I ntrj) threescore ? &c.]] 
** — Flelque Milon senior, cum spei tai inanes 
" Herculeis simile?, fiuidos jwiidere latertos." 0:>ii, 

V. 2\)l. And call on S.-mdiey lost, tec] 
*' Alcides wept in vain fur fiylas lo.t, 
*' Hyias, in vain, resounds tiirough all the crast." 

Lord Roscom. Translat. oi Eel. vv. Vi^Nvx';^- 
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■ 

Then *es?ayM ; scarce vanlsh'il out of sight, 295 
lie buoys up instant, and returns to light; 

liEMAPKLS. 

Curl, K^y, p. 13. «' He writ dramatic worts, and a 

** volume ot poetry, consisting of Heroic epistles, &c. 

.** swne whereof are very well done," said that great 

judge, Mr. Jacob, in his Lives of Poets, vol. II. p. jcj. 

In his Essay on Criticism, and the Arts of Logic 
and lUietoric, he frequently reflects on our Author. 
But the top of hischaracter.Wdsaperverterofhistory, 
in tiiat scandalous one of the Stuarts, in folio, and his 
Critical History of England, two volumes, octavo. 
JJeing emi;)loycd by Bishop Kennet, in publishing the 
historians in his collection, he falsified Daniel's Chro- 
nicle in numberless places. Yet this very man, in the 
preface to the first of these books, advanced a particu- 
lar fact to charge three eminent persons of falsifying 
ihe Lord Clarcndoii's History; which fact has been 
.cli>proved by Dr. Atterbury, late Bishop of Rochester, 
then the only s-univor of them ; and the particular 
pan he pretended to be falsified produced since, ai'tor 
alnioit ninety years, in that noble author's origin?.! 
nmnuscript. He w.is all his life a virulent party- 
writer for hire, and received his reward in a small 
place, which lie enjoyed to his death. 

V. 291. Next Smediey div'd.'] In the surreptitious edi- 
tions, this whole episode was applied to an initial let- 
tor K — , by wiiom if they meant the Laureate, no- 
thing was more absurd, no part agreeing with his cha- 
racter. The allegory evidently demands a person 
Clipped in scar.dal, and deeply immersed in dirty work 
—whereas, Mr. Eusden's writings rarely offended, 
but bv their length and multitude, and accordingly 
lire taxed of nothing else in Book I. v. 102. But the 
person here mentioned, an Irishman, was author and 
publisher of many scurrilous pieces, a Weekly White- 
Jiall Journal, in the year 1722, in the nameofSii 
Jaiiies Baker; and particularly whole volumes of Bil- 
liiigsga'e a^jainst Dr. Swift and Mr. Pope, calle-! 
CriillivL-nMUi and Alexandriaua, printed in octa\o. 
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He bears no tokens of the sablcr streams. 

And mounts tar off among the swan^ of Thames. 

True to the bottom, see Concancn creep, 
A cold, long-winded, native of the deep , 303 

If perseverance gain the diver's prize. 
Not everlasting Ulackmpre this denies : 
l»Jo noise, no stir, no motion canst thou make, 
Th' unconscious stream sleeps o'er thee like a lake. 

r.EMARKS. 

spirit, who was secretly dipt in some papers of this 
kind, on whom our Poet bet>tows ^i panegyric in^^tead 
of a satire, as deserving to be better employed th^n in 
party quarrels, and personal invectives. 

X/.299. Concanen.'] Mathew Concanen, an Irishman, 
bred to the law. bmedley (one of his brethren in en- 
mity to Swift) in his Metamorphosis of bcriblerus, 
p. 7. accuses him of " having boasted of what he had 
not written, but others had revised and done for him." 
He was author of several dull and dead scurrilities in 
the British and London Journals, and in a paper called 
the Speculatist. In a pamphlet, called a Supplement 
to the Frofoi-.nd, he dealt very unfairly with our Poet, 
not only frequently imputing to him Mr. Broome's 
verses (for which he might mdeed seem, in some de- 
gree, accountable, having corrected what that p:entle- 
nian did), but those of the Duke of liackingham and 
others: to this rare piece, somebody humourously 
caused him to take for his motio, Deprojumlis damavi. 
He was since a hired scribbler in the Daily Courai.t, 
vvhcre he poured forth much Billingsgate against the 
Lord Bolingbroke and others; after which this mau 

VAf:iATI0NS. 

After ver. 298. in the first edit, followed these: 
Far worse unhappy D-~r succeeds. 
He search'd for coral, but he gather'd weeds. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 302. Not everlasling Blackmore.'^ 
'* Nec bonus £urytian praelato invidit honor!,*' Sec. 

N i] VvT^ xSLw. 
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Next plung'd a feeble, but a desperate pack, 305 
Wiih e.ich a sickly brother at his back : 
Sons of a day ! jus*, buoyant on the flood. 
Thin niimber'd with thepiippie> in the mud. 
A>k ye thtir names? I could as soon disclose 
The nainei of these blind puppies as of these. 31O 

Fas: by, like Niobe (her children gone) 
Si'.s Mother Osbome, stupify'd to stone ! 
And monumental brass this record bears, 
'* These are, ah no ! these were the Gazetteers I" 

Not so bold Arnall ; witb a weight of scull 315 

Furious he drives, precipitately dull. 

REMARKS. 

was surprizingly promoted to administer justice and 
law in Jamaica. 

V. 312. O^bjrne.'} A name assumed br the eldest and 
gravest of th.^se vvri:er.>, wh^ at la-it being a<hanied of 
his pupils, gave hii paper over, and in his age re- 
mained silent. 

V. 315. .irnal!.'] William Arna'M, bred an nttojuey, 
was a peifett g.Miius i<i thi^ S(»rt of work. He began, 
under twenty, with furious party-papers then suc- 
cee<ied Concancn in ,he i3rii-^h .lourtial. At the first 
publication of the Dun* .ad, I'.e prevailed on the author 
not logive him his due tla(e in i?, by a letter, pro- 
fessing hi* cletest.'.tion of siuh rracrices as his prede- 
ce sors. But since, bv the mo t unexampled inso- 
Jer»ce, and p. rs'.nd a^juse of several great men, (he 
poet's p.ir icular friend>, he niost amply de.iervedt 
niche in '.h.^ temple of infamv; witness a y ajerca.ied 
The Free hriion ; a Dedication intiiL-d, To the CJe- 
nuinc B I u!, dee-, 1732, a!)d many clher'%. He writ 
for hire, and v.-.Iued himselt upon i'; not indeed v i'.h- 
out c.'iu:,e, It .'.peari g that he received ** For Free 
*' iiritons, and ., trier writings, in the space of t'uut 
*f yan, no less than ten thousand, nine hundred^ and 
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Whirlpools and storms in circling arm invest. 

With all the might of gravitation blest. 

No crab more active in the dirty dance. 

Downward to climb, and backward to advance, 320 

He brings up half the bottom on his head. 

And loui'ly claims the Journal and the Lead. 

The plunging Prelate, and his pond'rous Grace, 
\V ith holy envy gave one layman place. 
When lo ! a burst of thunder shook the flood, 325 

Slow rose a form in majesty of Mud; 
Shaking the horrors of his sable brows. 
And each ferocious feature grim with ooze. 
Greater he looks, and more than mortal stares; 
Then thus the wonders of the deep dec I a res. 330 

First he relates how, sinking to the chin, 
Smit with his mien, tlie mud-nymphs suck'd him In ; 

REMARKS. 

** ninety-seven pounds, six shillings and eightpencc 
«* out of the Treasury." But, frequently, through b.'\s 
fury or tolly, he exceeded all the bounds of his com- 
mission, and obliged his honourable patron todi6a\ o\s- 
his scurrilities. . 

V, 323. Tb€ f lunging Prelate, &c.]] It having been in- 
vidiously insinuated, that by this title was meant <i 
truly great prelate, as respectable for his defence ot ihf 
present balance of power in the Civil constitution, as 
for his opposition to the scheme of no power at a!l, in 
the Religious, I owe so much to the memory cfniy 
deceased friend as to declare, that when, a little belbr » 
his death, I informedhim of this insinuation, he culled 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 329. Greater be looks, and more than mortal stares.'^i 
Viig. yKen. VI. of the Sibyl. 
** — -^majorque videri, 
*• Nee mortal* sonans"-**— 
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}!3\v voting Lutetia, softer than the down, 

Nigrina black, and Merdamente brown, 

Vy't! for his luve in jetty bOrt'rs below, 3jj 

As Ilyias fair was ravish 'd long ago. 

Then bung, hew shown him by the Knt-brdtm maids 

A br.jnch of Styx here rises from the shades. 

That tinctured us it runs with Lethe's streams. 

An J wafting vapcurs from the land of dreanis, 343 

(As under eeas Alpheus' secret sluice 

Bears Pisa'b cii'ering to his Arcithuse) 

Puitrs into Thames ; and hence the mingled wave 

Intoxicates the pert, and lulls the grave : 

Here brisker vapours o*er the Temple creep ; 34J 

There, all from Paul's to Aldgate drink and sleep. 

Thence to the banks where rev'rend bards repose. 
They led him soft ; each rev'rend bard arose; 
And Milbourn chief, deputed by the rest. 
Cave him the cassock, surcingle, and vest. 350 

REMARKS. 

it vile and malicious; as any candid man, he said, 
mig:)t understand, by hi^ having paid a willing com- 
pliment to this very prelate in another part of the Poem. 
V. 34(>. And Miibourn.} Luke Milbourn, a clergy- 
man, the fairest of critics ; who, when he wrote agaii^t 
Nir. Drytlen's Virgil, did himjustice in printing[at 
tiie >anie time his own tjansiaiions of him, which 

IMITATIONS. 

9 347. Th:nce to the burtktf &c.] 
*' Turn canit errantem i-'ermcssi ad flumtna Galium, 
" IJiqne VI ro Phoebi chortis assiirreverit oninis; 
*' Ui Linus li^ec, ilii diviiij carmine pastor, 
" Flortbus aujiie apio criiies ornaias amaro, 
" Dixerit, H(<s tibi dant caUm:^s, en acfi^e, Mueae, 
" A>cr*teo quoa a/iieseni"— iijc. 
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** Receive(he said) these robes, which one* were mine, 
*' Dulness is sacred in a sound divine." 
He ceas'd, ai.d spread the robe; t'^e crow'd confess 
The reVrend flamen in his lengthen'ddtess. 
Around him wide a ^abie army stand, 355 

A low-born, cell-bred, selfish, servile band. 
Prompt or to guard orstab, to saint, ordainn, 
Heav'n's Swiss, who fighi for any god, or man. 

Through Lud's fam'd gates, along the well-known 
Rolls the black troop, and overshades the street, [Fleet, 
Till show'rs of sermons, characters, essays, 361 

■In circling fleeces whiten all the ways i 
So clouds replenish'd from some bogbelov. 
Mount in dark volumes, and descend in snow. 
He:e stopt the Goddess; and in pomp procLims 365 
A gentler exercise to clo^e the games. 

*' Ye Critics ! in whose heads, as equal scales, 
*' I weigh n^hat author's hcavine>s prevails ; 
*' Whichmost conduce to sooth the soul in slumbers, 
"My H — ley's pericdi, or my Blackmore's numbers; 
•' Attend t.he trial wc propose to make : 371 

*' If there be man who o'er such works can wake, 
" Sleep's all-subduing charms who dares defy, 
" And boasts Ulysses' ear with Afgus* eye ; 
*' To him we grant our' amplest pow'rs to sit 375 
'' Judge of all presentj past, and future Wit ; 

REMABKS. 

wefe intolerable. Mis manner of writing has a great 
resemblance with that of the gentlemen of the L)uii- 
ciad against oik' Author, as will be seen iu ihe parallel 
v( Mr. Drydeii and hiau 
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** To cavil, censure, dictate, right or wrong, 
*' Full and eternal privilege of tongue." 

Three college sophs, and three pert Templars came^ 
The same their talents, and their tastes the same ; 
Each prompt to query, answer, and debate, 3S1 

And smit with love of poesy and prate. 
The pond'rous books two gentle readers bring; 
The heroes sit, the vulgar form a ring. 
The clam'rous crowd is hush'd with mugs of mum. 
Till all tun'd equal send a gen'ral hum. 386 

Then mount the clerks, and in one lazy tone 
Through the long, heavy, painful page drawl on ; 
Soft creeping, words on words, the sense compose. 
At ev'ry line they stretch, they yawn, they doze. 
As to soft gales top-heavy pines bow low 391 

Their heads, and lift them as they cease to blow; 
Thus oft they rear, and oft the head decline. 
As breathe, or pause, by fits, the airs divine. 
And now to this side, now to that they nod, 395 

As verse, or prose, infuse the drowsy god. 
Thrice Budge I aim'd to speak, but thrice supprcst 
By potent Arthur, knock'd his chin and breast. 

REMARKS. 

T'. 397. Thrice Budget aim'd to speai.'} Famous for his 
speeches on many occasions about the iSouth-sca 
scheme, &c. " He is a very ingenious gentleman, and 
*' hath written some excellent Epilogues to plays, and 
" one small piece on Love, whlcn is veiy pretty.*' Ja- 
cob, Lives of Poets, vol. II. p. 289. But this gentle- 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 380, 381. The same tbeir talentS'-^Each prompt, &C.]] 
'* Amho norentes a:tatibus. Arcades ambo. 
"^ £t ctTtare pares, et resv^udere parati," Ki/j'. Ecl,"Yi, 
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Tolandand Tindal, prompt atprie&tstojeer. 

Yet silent bow'^d to Christ's no kingdom here. 400 

Who sat the nearest, by the words b'ercome. 

Slept fii^t; the distant nodded to the hum ', 

Then down are roll'd the books; stretch'd o'er *em lies 

Each gentle clerk, and muttering seals his eyes. 

As what a Dutchman plumps into the lakes^ 405 

One circle first, and then a second makes; 

What duiness dropt among her sons imprest^ 

Like motion from one circle to the rest: 

So from the midmost the nutation spreads, 

Kound and more round, o'er all the sea 0/ beads* 410 

RRMARKS. 

man since made himself much more eminent, and per- 
sonally well known to the greatest statesmen of all 
parties, as well as to all thecourts of law in this nation. 
V. 399. Telatid and Tmdal.^ Two persons, not so hap- 
py as to be obscure, who writ against the religion of 
their county. Tol^nd, the author of the Atheist's Li- 
turgy, called PantbeisticQn,vrA% a spy in pay to Lord 
Oxford. Tindal was author of the Rights ot the Chris- 
tian Church, and Christianity as old as the Creation^ 

VARIATIONS. 

V, 399. In the first edition it was, 
Collins and Tindal, prompt at priests tojeer. 

IMITATIOJIS. 

V. 382. And smit with love of poesy and prate.'] 

*' Smit with the love of sacred song— Milton* 
V. 384. The bert,essit, the vulgar form a ring.'] 
•* Consedere duces, et vulgi stante corona." 

OpiV. Met. XIII. 
». 410. 0*er all the sea of heads.]] 
•• A waving sea of heads was round me spread, 
<' And still fresh streams the gazing deluge fed/' 

Blackm. Job. 
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At la-t Ccntlivre felt her voice to fail, 
Motteux himself unfinisird left his tale. 
hoy cr the state, and Law the stage gave o'er, 
Morgan and Mandeville could prate no more; 
Norton from Daniel and Ostrcca sprung, 415 

]>Ks>'d with his father's front and mother's tongue, 
Uung .^ilent down his never-blushing head. 
And all was hush'd, as Folly's self lay dead. 

RK MARKS. 

]Ic al=o \\TOtc an ab'.isive pamphlet against EatI S — , 
V. hich wiH i>uppresed while yet in Mii. by an eminent 
] «.r>un, then out of the ministry, to whom he shewed 
it, txpvcting his approbation. This Doctor afterwards 
publi.-lu'd tile ^ame piece, mutatis mutundis, against that 
viTv person. 

V. j^n. Centiivr^.'} Mrs. Susanna Centlivre, wife to 
Mr. Centlivre, Yeoman ot the Mouth to his Majesty. 
Siu'writ many plays, and a song (says Mr. Jacob, vol. 
I. p. ^2.) before she was seven years old. She also 
writ a ballad against Mr. Pope's Komer, before hebe- 
ijan it. 

V. 4 1 5. Beyer the state , and Law the sta^e ffave o*er,'\ A 
IJoycr, a volumi.'ious compiler of annals, politicalcol- 
Ifiiions, tjc. Willi. ;m Law, A. M. wrote with great 
7(Mi av,iii:it the litaije; Mr. De'inis answered with as 
fcrv.it. Tlielr books were printed in 1726. 

:. 414. Morgan."} A writer against religion, distin- 
g'Ms.'ic! no otherwise trom the rabble of his tribe tlianby 
the ii(/inj.ousiusi of his title; lor having stolen his 
ni(.rality IvomTinda!, and his philosophy irom Spino- 

VARfATIONS. 

: . 417. In till* first edition it was, 
T— A and T— the church and state gave o'er. 
Nor** iaik'd, nor S — whisper'd more. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 418. And all uas li'ib'd, as Folly*s self la\' dead."} 
Alliule^i to Dryricii'h verse in the Indian BTniperor : 
** /i.11 thing's are hush d, as Nature's selHay dead." 
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Thus the soft gifts of Sleep conclude th6 day, 
Andstreich'd on bulks, as usual, poets lay. 42a 

Why should I sing what bards the nightly Muse 
Did slttiTib'ring visit, and convey to stews ; 
Who prouder march*d, with magistrates in state. 
To some fam'd round- bouse, ever-open gate ! 
How Henley lay inspir'd beside a sink, 425 

And to mere mortals seem'd a priest in drink : 
While others, timely, to the neighb'ring Fleet 
(Haunt of the Muses) made their safe retreat ? 

REMARKS. 

za, he calls himself by thecourtcsy of England, a Mo- 
ral Philosopher. 

Ibid. MatidevilU.'y This writer, who prided himself ns 
much in the reputation of an immoral philosopher, was 
author of a famous bock called The Fable of the 
Bees; written to prove, Tliat moral virtue is the in- 
vention of knaves, and Christian virtue theimpositicn 
of fools ; and that vice is necessary, and alone sutlicicnt 
to render society flourishing and happy. 

V. 415, Nvrion,^ Norton de Foe, otlspring of the f.;- 
moub Daniel ; l^ortes creantur fortibus : one of the Au- 
thors of the Flying Post,- in which well-bred w(jrk M r. 
P. had sometime the honour to be abused with his bet- 
ters, and of many hired scurrilities, and daily p;.pi.rtNj 
to whieh he never set his name. 
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BOOK III. 
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After the other persons are d'.sp<ised i:\ '.heir pniper places of reitt the C 
dess transpots the King to her Ten.rh, and there la}fl him t^ rtnn 
with his head on her lap ; a po>hi. n of marvellous virtue, «■■ hich n< 
atl the vijons cfwi\6 enthiisiasti, pr jectorVf poutici»ns« inaoHrat 
castic-buil'Jers chemists, and ptxts. He is ioimediately carried uo 
iv-incs of Fancy, and led by a mad p-:erlca} sibyl to the Elytian shs 
whrre, on the banks of the Lethe, the rauls uf the dull are dipped 
Baviu5, before their entrance into this world. There he is m^t by 
£ho«t of Sortie, and by h'm tnad- acquainted with the wooders of 
place, and with tho^e which he himself is destined to iterform He ti 
him to a Mount of Vision, fnim whence he shews him the past triun 
of the Frapirc of Dulness, then the present, and lastly the future: 1 
amall a pan of the wi;rld was ever c^nqueed by Icience, how soon tl 
conquests were stopped, a'^d rhoa^ vtry natJons Jigaio reduced to hci 
minion. 1hcn distinguishm;; the Island of Great Britain* shew 
whataiJs, by what pernons, ^nd by whit dcgreds, it tha'.l be broi 
to h-jr empire. Some of the persons he c^ui-'i tu pass in to 
befjr? hi* eyes, describine each by hit prefer iit-ure, character, 
quali(icatio«8. On a siidd'-n the scene shifts, and a vast number of tr 
cles and rr(>di;ics appear, utterly surpnr.'ng and anknowa to thi: > 
himself, t:)l thfy are explained to be the wonders of his own reigo 
commencing On rh*« ^ub] dt Svt:l; breaks into a congratulation, 
ootunmix.d with concern, 'ha^ hie own times were but the tyoc. 
these. He prnph"?'-es h-y-v first the nation shall be over run ' 
Farcc«, «peras, and Shows h' w the th.-ne of P inejs shall be 
♦an.ed over the Theitre , and set up even at Court j then how 
sons sha.l preside in the sears of Arts and Sciences; p.iving a rlin 
or Pis ah sight, of -he fu:u-e fiiness tif hr- r lory, the accoaipluhs 
wiiercof is the subject of the Fourth and last Book. 

But in her Temple's last recess inclos'd, 
Qn Dulness' lap th* Anointed head repos'd, 

1 
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|Iim dote 9he £urtain$ round with yapours blue. 
And sbft besj^rinklft with CioiAierliii dhiw: 
Then npt'oras high the u^^ m^ o^ttti^, % 

Which only heaikKfin'diWim''rwm Ichoir. 
Hence from the striiw ililiere BWhun*8 |>iro^t nbds^ 
He bears loud oracles^ and talks with gods : 
Hence the fool's paitidiae, thi stateynM^jlAtme, 
The airrfcttllt cift^ft^, an4 the golden ih^mi^' . i9 

The majd% lomtiittp wfjdi, the j4^eq^ 
/^nd poef t visioii of elclm^ ftune.: 

The kinir desooidihg, Vkirs tk'ftlsvim,Mf 

^ §Kp-sho(i Sibyl te4 bis steps riong» '5 

In loftjr madness inedltati^g 4m)f f ' . 

Her tresses ateing^from iioetic AmunSy • 

And never wash'd but in Ciista|iiiff |t]reai)B9« 

Taylor, their better 'Chaivflf, tends janffur, 

(Once swtti oC Thanc«» tho* mtm^ ^ng* no more.) 

Sf M4WM* 

9.19^ T^^ldr.J Mm. TayhM- ihit Wgter^poet, an h^ 
nest man, who owns ho learned not ao ihucn a* the As- 
cidence : a rare exanasle of mwtfy in a po^l 
" I must coniei^ 1 4|o want eloquaoce^ 
" And never soiree did learn loy Accidence ; 

IMITATI 0M«. 

ffe ht^rt Uid^Mtkif end UUkf wiAfr.gadr.j 
*' £t varias audit voces, fruituimie dMrnin 

"Colloquio." lfkfi.M». \11L 

». I f . ^ slip-tM SSiyl, ^cj 
Concianiat vates— — 
u f'uieoa antra to iomliitapMB.'' J^. 

rriumg IK O 
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Benlowes,. propitious still to blockheads^ bows; 2 
^nJ Shaiiwell nods, the poppy on his brows. 
Here, in a dusky vale where Lethe rolls. 
Old Bavius sits to dip poetic souls, 

REMARKS. 

** For having got from possum to possei^ 

** I there was gravel I'd, could 90 farther get." 
tie wrote four>core books in the reign of James I. an< 
Charlas I. and afterwards (like Edward Ward) kep 
an alehouse in Long-Acre. He died in \6^^. 

V. 2 J. Benl(nv€s.^ A co.untry gentleman, famous fo 
his own bad poetry, and for patronizing bad poets^ a 
may bfe seen from many Dedications of Ouarles an< 
other'? to him. Some of these anegram*^ his nam< 
Bcnlo-ji'es into Rencvolus\ to verify which he spent hi; 
whole estate upon them. 

V. 22. And Sbadwell nodv, the poppy, &c.] ShadwTl 
took opium for many years, and died of too large i 
doze, in the year 16^2. 

V. 24. Old Bavius sits."} Bavius was an ancient poet, 
celebrated by Virgil for the like cause as Bayes by oui 
Author, though not in so Christian-like a manner 
for hcathenishly it is declared by Virgil of Bavius, tha 
he ought to be hated and detested for his evil -works 
(Jut bavium non oditY whereas we have often had occasii'i 
io observe our Poet's great good nature and merciful 
iiess through the whole course of this Poem. Saibl 

IMITATIONS. 
f. 2 ?. Here in a dushy vaUj &('• J 

** Vidit Aenas in vale reducta 

" Scclu^um nemus-— — '■ fnem &c 

** Lethacumque domos pincidas.qui praeiiatat am 
" Hunccircum innuineraegentes,"&c.r/r^r..'l^n.Vl 
'•. 24. Old Bavin ( sits to dip poeAc jjm/x.j Alluding t' 

the story of Tht-iis dipping Achilles to render hiii 

imixnetrMble: 
•*' At pa'ter Anchises peiiilus convalle virenti 
'^ Jnci usas awimas, ^^wycTumque a^ lumea ituras, 
'' JLustrabat." 1 i'g. iV,tv.N\, ' 
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And blunt the sense, and fit it for a skull 25 

Of solid proof, impenetrably dull: 

Instant, when dipt, away they wing their flight. 

Where Brown and Mears unbar the gates of light. 

Demand new bodies, and in calf's array 

Rush to the world, impatient for the day. ' 30 

Millions and millions on these banks he views. 

Thick as the stars of night, or morning dews. 

As thick as bees o'er vernal blossoms fly. 

As thick as eggs at Ward in pillory. 34 

Wond'ring hegaz'd: when, lo; a sage appears, 
By his broad shoulders known, and length of ears. 
Known by the band and suit which Settle wore 
(His only suit) for twice three years before : 
All as the vest appear*d the wearer's frame. 
Old in new state, another yet the same. 40 

REMARKS. 

V, 28. -"Browne and Mean.'] Booksellers, printers for 
any bodv.---The allegory of the souls of the dull com- 
ing forth in the form of books dressed in calf's leather, 
and being let abroad in va^t numbers by booksellers, 
is sufficiently intelligible. 

V. i4.—ffard in ptUory.'] John Ward, of Hackney, 
Esq. member of parliament, being, convicted ofiorgery, 
was flrst expelled the House, and then sentenced 10 the 
pillory, on the i;th of February, 1727. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 2S. — --unbar iby ga^ <!f ^g^^'l An hemistich of 
Milton. 

f . 3 • , 32. Miilions and Millions — Tbirk as tb^ stars , Sec."} 
** Quani multa in silvis autumni frigore prime 
" Lapsa caduiit foliu, aut ad terram gurgite ab alio 
'* Quam multae glomerantur a\es," &c. 

Virg. Mw.W, 
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Bland and familiar, as in life, begun 
Tiias the great Fathefto the greater Son: 

Oh ! born to see what none can see awake! 
Behold the wonders of th' oblivious lake! 
Thou, yet unborn, has touch'd this sacred shore; 4$ 
The hand of Bavius drench 'd thee o'er and o'er. 
But blind to former as to future fate. 
What mortal knows his pre-existent state ? 
Who knows how long thy transmigrating soul 
Might from Boeotian to Boeotian roll ? 50 

Ho^ many Dutchmen she vouchsaf 'd to thrid ? 
How many stages through old monks she rid? 
And all who since, in wild benighted days^ 
Mix'd the owl's ivy with the poet's bays. 
As man's itieanders to the vital spring 55 

Roll all their tides, then back their circles bring; 
Or whirligigs, twirl'd round by skilful swainj 
Suck the thread in, then yield it out again: 
All nonsense thus, of old or modern date^ 
Shcxll in thee centre, from thee circulate. €• 

For thus our Queen unfolds to vision true 
Thy mental tye, for thou hast much to view: 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 54. Mix*d the owi*sivyviitb tbepcet*s fttfy/.]] 

** Sine tempore circum 

" Inter victrices hederamtibi serpere lauros." 

^ Virg, Eel. viiL 
V. 61, 62. For ibis our Queen unfalis to vhicn true 
Thy menial eye, for tbou bast muc.'j to vieiu.'] 

This has a resemblance to that passage in Milton, 

Book XI. where the angel 
" To noble sights from Adam's eye removed 
'' The film; then purg'd with euphrasie and rue 
*' The visual nerve — For b«bad mucb xo ««»•* 
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Old scenes of glory, times Icng cast behind^ 
Shall, first recall'd, rush forward to thy mind: 
Then stretch thy sight o'er all her rising reign, . 65. 
And let the past and future fire thy brain. 

Ascend this hill, whose cloudy point commands 
Her boundless empire over seas and lands. 
See, round the poles where keener spangles shine. 
Where spices smoke beneath the burning line, 70 
(Earth's wide extremes) her sable flag display 'd. 
And ail the nations cover'd in her shade! 

Far eastward cast thine eye, from whence the Sun 
And orient Science their bright course begun : 
One godlike monarch all that pride confounds, 75; 
He, whose long wall the wandring Tartar bounds; 
Heav'ns 1 what a pile ! whole ages perish there. 
And one bright blaze turns learning into air. 

Thence -to the South extend thy gladden'd eyes ; 
Their rival flames with equal glory rise ; io 

From shelves to shelves see greedy Vulcan roll. 
And lick up all their physic of the soul. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 73. In the former edit. 

Far eastward cast thine eye, from whence the Sun 

And orient Science at a birth begun. 
But as this was thought to contradict that line of the 
introduction. 

In eldest times, e*ertnortals writ or read, 
which supposes the sun and science did not set out to.jfe-* 
ther, it was altered to tbiir bright eojurse begun. 13 ut this 
slip, as usual, escaped the gentlemen of the Dunciad. 

IMITATIONS. 

There is a general allujjion in what follows to that 
whole episode. 

• C \\\ 
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How little, mark ! that portion of (he ball. 
Where, faint at best, the beams of Science fait : 
Soon as they dawn» from hyperborean skies 85 

Embody 'd dark, what clouds of Vandals rise ! 
Lo ! where Meotis sleeps, and hardly flows 
The freezing Tanais through a waste of snows. 
The North by myriads pours her mighty sons. 
Great nurse of Goths, of Alans, and of Huns ! 90 
See Alaric's stern port ! the martial frame 
Of Genseric! and Attila's dread name f 
See the bold Ostrogoths on Latiom fall ; 
See the fierce Visigoths on Spain and Gaul I 
See where the morning gilds the palmy shore 95 

(The soil that arts and infant letters bore) 
His conqu'ring tribes the Arabian ]>rophet draws. 
And saving Ignorance enthrones by laws. 
See Christians, Jews, one heavy sabbath keep. 
And all the Western world believe and sleep. 100 

Lo ! Rome herself, proud mistress now no mofe 
Of arts, but thund'ring a<^ainst Heathen lore ; 
Her gray-hair'd synods damning books unready 
And Bacon trembling for his brazen head. 
I'adua, with sighs, beholds her Livy burn, 205 

And ev'n th' Antipodes Vigilius mourn. 
See the Cirque falls, th* unpillar'd temple nods. 
Streets pav'd with heroes, Tyber choak'd with gods; 
Till Peter's keys some christened Jove adorn. 
And Pan to MoseS I^nds his Pagan horn ; no 

See graceful Venii& to a virgin turn'd. 
Or i'iiidias broken, and Apelles burn'd. 
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Behold yen* isle, by palmers, pilgrims trcd, 1 1 j 
Men bearded, bald, coxvl'd, uncowl'd, shod, unshed, 
I^eel'd, patch'd, and pyebaid, linfey-woolsey brother.^. 
Grave ihutnmersi sleeveless some, and shii'tless ethers. 
That once was Britain — Haj-py ! had she seen 
No fiercer sons, had Easter never been. 
In peace great goddess ever be ador'd ; 
Hotv keen the war, if Dulness draw the sword ! 120 
Thus visit not thy own! on this bless'd age 
Oh spread thy influence, but restniin thy rage. 

And see, my Son ! the hour is on its way 
That lifts our goddess to imperial sway, 
This fav'rite isle, long sever'd from her reign, 125 
Dove-like, she gathers to her wirgs again. 
Now look through Fate ! behold the scene she draws! 
What aids, what armies, to assert her cause! 
See all her progeny, illustrious sight! 
Behold, and coun>them, as they rise to light. 130 
As Berecynthia, while her offspring vie 
In homage to the mother of the sky^ 

TMlTAtlOHS. 

V. tl7, 118. fiappy I — bad Easter never heen^ 

'* £t Ibrtunatam, si nuhquam armenta fuisseni." 

^ irg., Kcl. vi, 

«'. 12^, 129. New I cok through Fate I 

See all her progeny, icc,} 
** N uncage, Danuniamprolem quaedeindescquatut 
** Gloria, qui maneant, itaiade gente ne^ote:>, 
** lUustres animas, nostrumque in nonien itp.rus. 
" I£«pediain." k'trg, JEn. VI. 
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Siin'cys around her, in the bless*d abode. 
An hundred sons, and every son a god : 
Not with less glory mighty Dulness crown'd, 
Shiill ttike through Grub-street, her triumphant rou 
And her Parnassus glancing o'er at once. 
Behold an hundred sons, and each a Dunce. 

Mark first that youth who takes tlie foremost pi 
And thrusts his person full into your face. 
With all thy father's virtues bicss'd, be born! 
And a new Cibber shall the stage adorn. 

A second see, by meeker manners known^ 
And modest as the maid that sips alone; 
From the strong fate of drams if thou get free. 
Another Durfey, Ward ! shall sing in thee. 

IMITATIONS, 
r. 131. As Reffrynihiay I'v^c.]] 
*' Felix prole virum, qualis Berecynthia mater 
** Inveitur curru Phrvgias turrita'per urbes, 
** Laetadeum partu. Centum eomplexa nepotcs 
** Omnes coelicolas, onmes super alta tenentes. 

Virg, JEii. 
V. I 30. Markjirst thai youth , &c. 
" Ille vides, purajuvenis qui nititur hasta, 
*' Proxima sorte tenet lucis loca."— fVr^. ^n. 
V. 141. With all thy father's virtues bless' dy be ban.. J 
A manner of expression used by Virgil, Ed. viii. 
" Nascere ! prae^ue diem A-chiens age, Lucifer. 
As also that of patnis viriutibus, Eel. iv. 

It \v.js very natural to shew to the Hrro, before 
others, his own son, who had already begun to emi 
himinhistheatrical, poetical, and every political c 
riiies. By the attitude in which he here presents him 
the reader may bt cautioned against ajS.cribing:ivho! 
the lither the.merit of- the epithet Cibberian, whi 
ef^ualJy to be understood with aii eye to the soxi. 
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Thee shall ea6h alehouse, thee each gillhouse mourn^ 
And answ*ring ginshops «ourer sighs return. 

Jacob, the scourge of Grammar, mark with awe; 
Nor 'ess revere him, blunderbuss of Law, 15* 

I>o P — p — le's brow, tremendous to the Town, 
Horneck's fierce eye^ and Roome's funereal frown. 

REMARKS. 

V. 149. Jaeohf the scourge of grammar y mark wiib flur.J 
** This gentleman is a sonot a considerable maltster of 
** Romsey in Southamptonshire, and bred to the law 
** under a very eminent attorney; who, between his 
*' more laborious studies, has diverted himself with po- 
" etry. He is a great admirer of poets and their works, 
*' which has occasioned him to try his genius that way* 
** He has writ in prose the Lives of the Poets, Essays, 
•* and, a great many Law books, Accomplished Con- 
*' veyancer. Modern Justice," &c. Giles Jacob of him- 
selffLives of Poets, vol. i. He very grosly, and unpro- 
voked, abused in that Book the AuthorN friend Mr.Gay. 

v,iS2. H^meck — Roam:.'\ These two were virulent 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 149. In the first edition it was 
Woolston, the scourge of Scripture, mark with awe. 
And mighty Jacob, blunderbuss of law ! 
V. 151. LoP — p — le's brow, 8lc.1 In the former edition, 
Haywood, Centlivre, glories of their race, 
Lo Horneck's fierce, and Roome's funereal face. 

IMITATIO.SS. 

V. 145. From the strong fate of drams iftbou gelfree.'^ 

*t si qua fata aspera rumpas, 

" Tu Marcellus erisl" Virg, JEn.VI. 

V. 147. These shall each alebouse, &c.] 

" Te nemus Aqguitiae, vitrea te Fucinu^ unda, 

*' Te liquidi flevere lacus." Virg. JEn. VIL 

Virgil again. Eel. x. 

*' etiam lauri, etiam flevere my ricae," &c. 

•:•, 1 io. '* duo fulniina belli 

'* Si ipidds, claUein Libyac!'' J^'xtj^. ?L^.^\-. 
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J.o sr.eerinfj Gccde, hnlf malice, and half whim, 
A fiend in glee, lidicuiously grim. 
Each cygnei sweet, of liaih and Tunbridge race, 155 
Whrse ir.neful whistling makes th^ waters pass: 
Each songster, riddler, ev'ry nameless name. 
All croud, who foremost shall be damn'd to fame. 
Some stnun in rhyme; the Muses, on their racks. 
Scream like the winding of ten thousand jacks; 160 
Some free froni rhyme, or reason, rule, or check. 
Break Piiscian's head, and Pegasus's neck ; 

REMAr.KS. 

pr^rtv-^mters, worthily coupled together,and,one would 
thinlk, propheiically; since, after the publishing of this 
piece the former dying, the latter succeeded him in ho- 
nour and emplcymeiu. The first was Philip Horneck, 
author of a Billingsgate paper called The High German 
Doctor. Edward Roome was son of an undertaker fur 
funerals inFleet-street,andwritsome of the paperscalled 
Pasquin, where, by malicious rimucndoes, he endea*- 
vouredtorepresentourAuthorguiltyofmalevoleniprac- 
tices with a great man then under prosecution of par- 
liament. Of this man was made the foUowine epigram: 
" You dsk why Koome diverts you with nis jokes, 
'* Yet if he writes as dull as other folks,' 
** You wonder at it — This, Sir, is the case, 
** The jest is lost, unless he prints his face.** 
P— p-— le was the author of some vile plays and 
pamphlets. He published abuses on our Author in a 
pr.per called The Prompter. * 

V. iSi.—rGosde.'] An ill-natured critic, who writ a 
satire on our Author, called The Mock -<^^sop, and many 
anonymous libels in newspapers, for hire. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 157. Each songiter, riddler, &C.J In the former edit. 

Lo Bond and i^'oxton, ev'ry nameless name. 
After ver. 1 58. in the first edition .followed : 

How proud, how ^ale, how earnest all appear! 
liow rhymes eternal iins^t '\\\ v\ve« ^ail 
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i)o\vn, down the larum,with ihipetuous whirl, 
ThePindars, and the Miltoiis of a Curl. 164 

Silence, ye Wolves ! while Ralph to Cynthia howls. 
And makes night hideous — Answer him, ye Owls ! 

Sense, speech, and measure, living tongucsand dead, 
JLet all give way — and Morris may be rend. 
Flow, Welsted, flow! like thine inspirer, beer, 
' Tho' stale, not ripe ; tho' thin, yet never clear; 1 70 
So sweetly mawkish, and so smoothly dull; 
Heady, hot strong; o'ertiowing, though not full. 

REMARKS. 

T'. 1 5. — Ralph.'] James Ralph, a name inserted after 
the first editions, not known to our author till he writ 
a swearing-piece called Sawney, very abusive of Dr. 
Swift, Mr. Gay, and himoelf. These lines alluded to a 
thing of his entitled Nii^ht, a poem. This low writer at - 
tencfed his own works with panegyrics in the Journals, 
and once in |;arliouiar praised himself highlv above Mr. 
Addison, i^i wretched remarks upon that author's ac- 
count of ICnglish Poets printed m a London Journal, 
Sept. 17, 17/8. He was whoUv illiter;;!C, and knew lu) 
language, not even French, lieiiig advised to read the 
Rules of dramatic ]'><)etry before he began a play, he 
smiled, and replied, '* Sliake^peare writ uithout rules." 
He ended at ia^t, in the common smk of all such writers, 
apolitical newspaper, to which he was recommended by 
his friend Arnall^ and received a small pittance for pity. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 166. And maker J.i,:(blbideovs. — -»• — ]] 
** Visit thus the glimp:>es of the moon, 
** Making night hideous." SbaUsp. 

■V,. 16I9. flawt V^eiitedjJlrMl ^c.^ Parody on Denham, 
Cooper's Hill ; 

** O could I flow like thcc, and make thy stream 
** My great example, as it is my thcnie: 
'* Tho? deep, yet clear; tho' geiiilc, > ct not dull ; 
** Strong without- rage y ^viU\ou^.V)'c\''\'Ck\s\\^^V^:^^\: 
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Ah, Dennis! Gildon, ah! what tII-«taiT*d ra^ 
Divides a friendship long confirm'd by age? 
Blockheads with reason wicked wits abhor^ X 

But fool with fool is barb'rous civil war. 
Embrace, embrace, my sons! be foes po more! 
Nor glad vile poets with true critics' gore. 

Behold yon' pair, in strict embraces join'd; 
How like in manners, and how like in ayndl ] 
Equal in wit, and equally polite. 
Shall this a Pasquin, that a Grumbler write; 
Like are their merits, like rewards they share. 
That shines a Consul, this Commissioner. 

" But who is he, in closet close y-pent, 
** Of sober face, with learned dust besprent?" 
Right well mine e3'es aredethe myster wight. 
On parchment scrapes y-fed, and Wormius bight» 
To future ages may thy dulness last. 
As thou preserv'st the dulness of the past! 

IMITATIONS. 

V, 177. Embrace, embrace, my sons! he faes no m^ 
** Ne tanta animis assuescite bella, 




rifr^.^n. 

<' lilae autem, paribus quas fulgere cernis in am 

" Concordes animae" 

And in ^n. V. 

" Euryalus, forma insignia viridique juventa, 

** Ni>us amore pio pueri." 

V. 185. Butwbo IX be. Sec."} Vtr^, Mti, VI. questi 
and rinswers in this manner, of Numa: 

' ' Ouis procu! il le autem camis insignia olivse, 

'^ i^craierens ^--no&cocuiv«%)V\vc9Aa.<(\^menta>'' 
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There, dim in clouds, the poring scboKasts mark : 
Wits, who, like owIs» see only in thedarfc^ 
A lumberbouse of books in ev'ry- head. 
For ever reading, never to be re»d'! 

But, where eacb spionce lifts its modeso type, xgs 
History her pot. Divinity her pipe^ 
While proud, Philosapliyrepinea to sbour. 
Dishonest sight 1 hi% breechea rent heiow^ ; 
Imbrovvn'd-with native bronze, lo! Henley stand), 
Tuning his voice, and balancing his bands. 20P 

}Io\v fluent nonsense trickles fcom his tofiigue! 
How sweet the periods, neither s^id nor sung I 
Still break t}ie benches, I^uIe>;I with thy strain. 
While Sherlock, Hare, and Gibtoo, preach in Viun. 
Oh greater restorer of the good old stage, ^0$ 

Preaeher at once^ and Zany of thy age ! 
Oh worthy thou of Egypt's wise abodes, 
A decent priest, where monkeys were the. gods 1 

REMARKS. 

V, 199. — U ! Henley standty &c. j J. Henley the orator ; 
lie preached on the Sundays upon Thcolo|[icaI matters, 
and on the Wednesdays upon all other Scie' ces. Each 
auditor paid on^ shilling. He declaimed ^ome years 
against' the greatest persons, an^ occasio.jally did our 
Author that honour. 

V. 2p4- — Sherlock, Hare, — Gii/oii.] Bishops of Salisbu- 
ry, (■h!chesier,aud London; whose bermons and Pasto- 
ral Letters didhonourtotheircountryaswellasstations. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 107J In the first edition it was, 
A,nd proud Philosophy with breeches tore. 
And English hnuslc with a dismal score. 
Fast by in darkness palpable iiiahiin'd 
W-— 3, B — r M — i, all the poring kind, 

Volume IK V 
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But Fate with butchers plac'd thy priestly stall. 
Meek modem faith to murder, hack, and mawl ; 2i« 
And bade thee Uve, to croMH Britannia's praise, 
n To'and's, Tindal's, and in Woolston's days. 

Yet, oh, my sons ! a father's words attend: 
(So may the Fates preserve the ears you tend) 
'Tis yours a Bacon, or a Locke to blame, 215 

A Ncwton'&genius, or a Milton's flame: 
But, oh ! with one, immortal one, dispense. 
The source of Newton's light, of Bacon's sense. 
Content, each amanation of his fires 
That beams on earth, each virtue he inspires, 2:0 
Each heart he prompts, each charm he can create, 
Whate'er he gives are giv'n for you to hate. 
Persist, by all divine in man nnaw'd. 
But, *' Learn, ye Dunces ! not to scorn your God." 

Thus he, for then a ray of reason stole 225 

Half through the solid darkness of his soul; 
But soon the cloud return'd — and thus the sire: 
See now what Dulness, and her Sons admire! 
See what the cl^arms that smite the simple heart, 
Not touch'd by Nature, and not reach'd by Art. jyt 

His r.ever-blushing head he tum'd aside, 
(Not half so pltas'd when Goodman prophesy 'd), 

BEMARK.^. 

w. 212. Of Toland and Tiiidal. see Book IL ver. 309. 
Ihcn.as Woolstoii was an impious madman, who 
vrotf, in a most insolent stvle, against the miracles 
( ( the Gospel, in the years 1626, &c. 

IMITATIONS. 

1'. 2 ' . Learn J ye Dunces.* not to scorn your Cod.**'^ 

" DivCitp juslitiam monitiet non t^mnere divos." 

yir^. 
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And ]ook'd> and saw a sable sorc'rer rise, 

Swijft to whose hand a winged volume flies : 

All sudden, gorgons hiss, and dragons glare, 235 

And ten-horn'd fiends and giants rush to war. 

Hell rises, heav'n descends, and dance on earth; 

Cods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth, 

A fire, a jig, a battle, and a ball, 

*Till one wide conflagration swallows all. 240 

Thence anew world to Nature's laws unknown. 
Breaks out refulgent, with a heav'n its own: 
Another Cynthia her new journey runs. 
And other planets circle other suns. 
The forests dance, the rivers upward rise, 245 

Whales sport in woods, and dolphins in the skies; 
And last, to give the whole creation grace, 
ho 1 one vast epg produces human race. 

Joy fills his soul, joy innocent of ihought; 
What pow'r, he cries, what pow'r these wonders 
wrought? 250 

Son, what thou seek'st is in thee! look and find 
Each monster meets his likeness in thy mind. 
Yet would'stthou more? in yonder cloud behold^ 
Whose sarsenet skirts are edg'd with flamy gold, 

IMITATIONS, 
t'. 244. And other planets.^ 

** -^Solemque snun, sua sidera norunt/' 

Hr^. JEn. yi. 
V. 246, Wbalis sport in woods, and dolphins tn the skies.'^ 

** Ddphinum sylvis appingit, fluctibus aprum. "i/<?r. 
V. 251. 5vn, what thou seekest is in thee /J 

" Quod petis in te est 

*' Ne te quaesivcris extra." Pers. 
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A matchless youth ! hre nod these wcrrMs controls. 
Wings the red lightning, and the tfninder rolls. 256 
Angel of Duines-, sent to scatter round 
Her ma^^c channs o'er all uncfai^ic gTX)und: 
Yon* stars, yon' suns, he retirs at Tf)I«a9«e higher, 
lilttmes their light, and sets their flames on fin;. 260 
Immortal Rich ! hovr calm he sifs art ease. 
Midst snows of paper, and fierce hail ofpcrase! 
And proud his mistress* orders to perfbrtn. 
Hides in the tvhfrhvind, and directs th« storm. 

But lo ! to dark encounter in mid air 265 

Now wizards rise ; I seje my Cibbcr there ! 
Booth in his cloudy tabernacle shrin'd. 
On grinning dragons thou shalt mount the wind. 

SKMARKS. 

V. i6i. iTrmortiil Rithf] Mr. John Rich, tnaster of 
the theatre-roval in Covent-gardcn, was the first that 
excelled this tvav. 

V. 266, 267.] Booth and Gibber were joint managers 
of the theatre in Drury-lan^. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 256. Wings tb'e reiligbtnin^, Sec.'} Like {SftYimoneHS 
in An.\l. 
'* Dum flnmmas Jovis, et sonitus imitaturOlympi. 

« Nimbos, et iitm imitabnlefulmen, 

" AtTc et cornipedum cursu •^imularet equoniin.'* 
Tf. 2 ' S.-'-o'tr ail uKcissiic grpvnd."] Aliudes to Mr. Ad- 
dison's verse in the praise of Italy : 
'* Poetic fields encompass me arocmd, 
*' And still I setm to tread on classic grounii** 
As ver. 264, is a parody on a noble one of the same 
anhor in the Cr.mpaisrn : and ver. ^59, 360, on two 
sublime verses cf Dr. Y. 
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Dire is the conflict, dismal is the din. 

Here shouts all Drury^ there all LincoIn*s-inn; 270 

Contending theatres our empire raise. 

Alike their labours, and alike tt^eir praise. 

And are these wonders. Son, to the«i unknown? 
Unknown to thee 1 these wonders are thy own. 
These Fate reserv'd to grace thy reign divine, 275 
Foreseen by me, but, ah ! with-held from mine. 
In Lud's old walls, though long I rui'd renown'd 
Far as loud Bow's stupendous bells resound ; 
Though my own aldermen conferr'd the bays. 
To me committing their eternal praise, 280 

Their full-fed heroes, their pacific may'rs, 
T! eir annual trophies, and their monthly wars: 
Though long my party built on me their hopes. 
For writing pamphlets, and for roa;>ting Popes; 
Yet lo ! in me what authors have to brag on ! 28^ 
Beduc'd at. last to hiss in my own dragon. 
Avert in Heav'n ! that thou,. my Gibber, e'er 
Shouldst wag a serpent-tail in Smithfield fair! 
Like the vile straw that's blown about the streets. 
The needy pdet sticks to all he meets, 290 

Coach 'd, carted, trod upon, now loose, now fast. 
And carry 'd off in some dqg's tail at last. 

VABIATIOMS. 

After V. 274. in the former edit, followed. 

For works like these let deathless Joi^rnals tell. 
None but thyself can be ihy parallel. 

After V. 284. in the former edit, followed, 
Diff 'rent our parties, but wi:h equal grace 
The Goddess smiles on Whig and Tory race. 



174 ^"^'"^ inJvciAD. ihjk III, 

ILippierthy fortunes! !tk6 a rolling stbiYe, 
Thy giddy dulness still shall lumber otJ, 
Safe in its heafintss, shhll never stray, 295 

But lick up ev'ry blockhead in the way, 
Thc'e shall the Patriot, thee the Courtier ta»fe. 
And cv*r>' yearbedsjMerthtin the last; 
Till rais*d from booth', to theatre, to court. 
Her seat imperial Dulness shall transport. 30a 

Already Opera prepares the way. 
The sure foretunner of her gentle sway: 
Let her thy heart, next drabs and dice, Engage, 
The third mad passion of tliy doting age. 
Teach thou the warling Polypheme to roar, 305 

And scream thyself as none e'er scrtam'd before! 
To aid our caasc, it* lieav'n thou canst Aot bend. 
Hell thou shalt move; for Faustiis is our friend; 
Pluto with Cttto, th;ju for this "halt join. 
And link the Mourning Bride to Proserpine. 310 
Grub-street! thy fail should men and gods conspifs. 
Thy stage shall stand, insure it but from fire. 
Another .'E^chylus appears ! prepare 
For new abortions, all ye pregnant fair ! 
In HunKs like Semele*s, be brought to bed^ 315 

Wiiilc op'ning hell spo<it5-wlld fire at your head. 
Now, Bavius, take the poppy from thy brow. 
An J place it here! here, all ye heroes, bow ! 

VAKIATIONS. 

V. JOS- 'S'/*' '" iis beaviners^ &c.] In the former edit. 

Too sate itt inborn heaviiie-ss toMray, 
. And lick up cv'ry blockhead in the way. 

Thy drag 'n», magistrates, and peers shall taste. 

Anil from eac'i suew rise AwVltic vhan the last^ 

Tiii rais'd iromboQllvs, «i;c. 
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This, thib is he, foretold by ancient rhyfnes : 
Th' Augustus bwn to bring Saturnian times. 320 
Sigits following signs lead on the mighty year! 
See! the dull stars roll round, and re-appear. 
See, see, our own true Phoebus tvears the bays ! 
Our Midas sits Lord Chancellor of plays! 
On poets' tombs see Benson's titles writ I 325 

Ix)! Ambrose Philips is preferred for wit! 

re'Marks. 
V. 525. On paeU* tombs see BenfoiCs titles writ /)] W — m 
B<.'n:*on (Surveyor of the buildings to his Majesty King 
George I. ) gave in a report to the Lords, that their house 
and the Painted-chamber adjoining were in immediate 
tianger of falling; whereupon the Lords met in a com- 
tnitree to appoint some other place to sit in while the 
house should be taken down. But it being proposed to 
cause some other builders first to inspect it, they found 
|t ill very good condition. The Lords upon this, were 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 323. See, see her awn, &C.J Ih th^ farmer edit. 
Beneath his reign shall Eusden wear the bays, 
Cibb^r preside Lord Chancellor of"pfey«, 
Benson, sole judge of architecture sit. 
And Namby Pamby be preferred for wit ! 
I sefe ih* uiifirtish'd Dormitory wall, . 
1 see the Savoy tottir to h^ fail ; 
Hibernian poHticks, O Swatl thy doom. 
And Pope's translating three whole years with 
Proceed, great days, &c. {jBrooine. 

1MITAT10H8. 
V. 5f^, 320. Tbis, this ithe/orehld by itndUnt rhymes, 
Tbe JivgustUs, &C.3 

" Hie vir, hie est ! tibiqUfem ^romitti skepius audis, 
** Augustus Caesar, divum genus aureacondet 
•* Secula qui rursus Latio, regnota per arva 
" Saturni(j quondiim" T'ir};. JEn. VI. 

Sjiuniian here rclaies to the ttge of Lc?l<Ij vw^YCCv^vvsyij., 

U. I, ver. 26. 
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See I'lider Ripley rise a new Whitehall, 
While Jones' and Boyle's united labours fall: 
While Wren with sorrow to the grave descends. 
Gay dies unpension'd, with a hundred friends; 333 

REMARKS. 

going upon an address to the King against Benson for 
suih a misrepresentauon; but the Edirl of Sunderland, 
then Secretary, ^ave them an as^nrarice that hi s Majesty 
would remove hiin, which was done fccordincly. Infa- 
vo'.irofthisman,tbe famous SirChriHtopherWfen, who 
had been architect to the crown for above fi ft v years, w ho 
built most ofthe churches in London, laid the first stone 
of St. Paul's, and lived to finish it^ had been displaced 
Irom his employment at the age of^near ninety vears. 

V. }26. — Ambrose PbiiipsJ} ** He was (saith Mr.^acob) 
" one oft he witsat Button's, and a Justice of the Peace." 
Buthehathsincemetwithhigher preferment in Ireland: 
and a much greater character we have of him in M r.Gil- 
don's Complete Art of Poetry, vol. I. p. 157. *' Indeed, 
** he confesses, he dares not set him quite on the same 
" foot with Virgil, lest it should seem flattery, but he is 
" much mistaken if posterity does not afiord him a 
*' greater esteem than he at present enjoys.*' He endea- 
voured to create some misunderstanding between our 
Author and Mr. Addison, whom also soon after he abu- 
sed as much. His constant cry was, that Mr. P. was an 
enemy to the government ; and in particular he was the 
avowed author of a report ver>' industriously spread, 
that he h.id a hand in a party-paper called TheExaminer: 
A fal )ehood well known to those, yet living, \,ho had 
the direction and publication of it. 

x'.3}o. Giy dies unper:sion*d,&c,'] See Mr. Gay's fable of 
thcHareaildmanyFriends.Thisgentlemanwasearlyin 
the friendship of our Author, which continued to'his 
death. He wro'e several works of humour withgreat suc- 
cess; The Shepherd's Week, Trivia, the WTiat-d'ye- 
call it. Fables; a id, lastly, the ce]ebrdti»d Beggar's 
Opera; apieceof satire which hit all tas:esand degiees 
of men, frjm those of the highest quality 10 the very 
rabble. That verse of Horace, 

Priinoxis popuU aiTvv^^^^> \»o\>>3\\\wvt\w<i uibutim." 



if 
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Hibernian politics, OSmft! tin' fate; 

And Pope*s, ten years to comment and translate. 

BEMARKS. 

could never be so justly applied as to tliis. The vast suc- 
cess ofit u'as unprecedented, and a'l most incredible: what 
is related of the wonderful effects ot'iltc ancient music 
or tragedy hardlv canie up to it : Sophocles and Euri- 

£ides were less followed and famous. It was acted in 
.ondon sixty-three days uninterrupted; and renewed 
the next season witheaual applause. It spread intu all 
the .qfreat towns of Errgland, was played rn many pl;:ccs 
to the thirtieth and fortieth time,dnd'atBath and Bristol 
fifty, &c. It made its progress into Wales, Scotland, 
and Ireland, where it was perfomied twenty-four days 
together : it was last acted in Minorca. The fame of 
it was not confined to the author only ; the ladies carried 
about with them the favourite songs of it in fans ; and 
houses were furnished with it in screen?. The person 
"Who acted Polly, till th.-n obscure, became all at once 
the favourite ct the Town ; herpictures av ere engraved, 
and sold in great min.bers; her life written, books of 
letters rfnd verses to her published, and pamphlets made 
even of her sayings and jests. 

Furthermore, it drove but of England,for that season, 
the Ita Wan opera, which had carried all before it for ten 
rears. That idol of the noL)ility and people, which the 
great critic Mr. Dennis, by tlie hvboiirs and outcries of 
a whole life, could not overt irrow, was deinolibhtd by 
a single stroke of this gentleman's pen. This happeneil 
in the year 1728. Yf so threat was his modesty, that 
he constantly prefixed to all the editions of it this motto. 
A'w bac noviitms e7ie itihil. 

VARIATIONS. 

V. 3JI. In the former edit, thus: 

O Swift ! thy doom. 

And Pope's tranlatingtcn whole y ears wiiliHroomp. 
On which was the following note : •* He concludes his 
*' irony with a stroke upon himself: for whoever ini..- 
"■'gincs this i! sarcasm on the other in^^cnious person ii 
'* oiirclr mi:.t:iken. The or^inionour Avi\Hca \v&^ v3\\\v\:v 
*' wa^tUihcifcjiih- i,]jcvvji bv lu,-> ■\o\i\'.us\\uw'u\'Ocv^ -''-" 
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Proceed, great days ! 'till Learning fly the shore. 
Till Burch shall blush with noble blood no more; 
Till Thames see Eton's sons for ever pJay, 335 

Till Westminster's whole year be holiday; 
Till Isis' elders reel, their pupils* sport. 
And Alma Mater lie dissolv'd in Port ! 

Enough ! enough ! the raptur'd Monarch cries ! 
And through the iv'rv gate the vision flies. 343 

REMARKS. 

V. 333. Proceed, great days! &c. — Till Bircb shall blusb, 
AcJAnothergreat prophet of Dulnes8,onthisside Styx, 
promise! h thi.se days to be near at hand. *' The devil 
"^ ( sa it h he ) I icensed bishops to I icense mastersof schools 
** to instruct youth in the knowledgeof the Heathen goids, 
" tlieir religion, &c. The schools and universities will 
'* soon be tired and ashamed of classics, and such trum- 
** pery." Hutchinson's Use of Reason recovered. ScribL 

VARIATIONS. 

*' dertakingof the Odyssey : in which Mr. Broome har- 
** ing en?Hged without any previous agreement, dis- 
*' charged his nart so much to Mr. Pope's satisfaction, 
** that hegratinedhim withthe full some of five hundred 
*' pounds, and a present of al I those books for which his 
" own interest could procure him subscribers, to the va- 
*' luc of one hundred more. The Author only seems to 
** lament that be was employed in tran>:lation at all." 
After V. 3 j8, in the first edit, were the following lines: 
Then when these signs declare the mighty year. 
When the dull stars roll round, and re-aopear; 
Lei .here be d inness ! (the dread Pow'r shall say) 
All shall be darkness, a. it ne'er were day ; 
To their first chaos Wii's vain works shall fall. 
And universal darlcness coverall. 

IMITATIONS. 
V. 340. And tbrougb the iv*ty gaie^ &C.3 
** Sunt gemi :ae somni portae; quarum alterafertor 
'* Cornea, qua veris facilis daturexitus umbris; 
** Ultera candenti perlecta nitens elephanto, 
'^ ^ed falsa adcoelutu mittunt insomnia manes." 

Virg. Miu VI. 



THE DUNCUD. 

TO DR. JONATHAN SWIFT. 

BOOK IV. 

7be Toet being, !n this Book to declare the cotnp;etion of the prophes?r« 
mentioned at the end of the' former, make* a new Invocation ; as the 
greater poets are wonr, when tome high and wonby matter is to be tuii^. 
He shews the Goddess coming in her Majesty, to destroy Orccr and 
Science, and to substitute the kinrdom of the Dull upon earth. . How she 
leads captive the scieuces, and silences the Niuscs } and Mhat they be 
who succeed in their stead. All her children, by a wonderful attraAion, 
are drawn about her j and bear along with them divers others, who pro • 
mote her empire by connivance, we-ok resi&tance, or discourj^ement of 
«rt$} such as half-wits, tasteless admiiers, vain pretenders, the flatterer* 
cf dunces, or the patrons of them. All these crowd around her; one of 
them ofiering to approach her, is driven back by a lival, bur slie com* 
mends and encourages both. -The first who speak in (oxm are the Geniuses 
of the Schoois, wh«i assure her of their care to adf^ame her cau»e by C( n- 
fining youth to Words, and keeping them out of the way of rtai Knuw« 
ledge. Their address, and her gracious answer } with her charge to tt.cm 
and the Universities. The Universities appear by their proper deputies, 
and assure her, that the same method is observed in the pro^res* of cdu* 
cation. The speech of Aristarchus on this subjedt. 7 hty are driven off by 
a band of young gentjemen returned from Travel with the Tutors j ore 
of whom delivers to the Ctjddess, in a polite oration, an account of the 
whole condud and fruits of their Travels, presenting to her at the same 
time a. young nobleman perfedtly accon)piisbed. She receiver him gr<icious- 
]y, and induces him with tho hiippy quality of wai.t of Shame. She sees 
loitering about her a number ot ind-ilent Persons abandoning all business, 

. and duty, and dyi»g with Ia7.iness} to these approaches the antiquary 
Anuius, intreatiug her to make tliem Virtuosos, and assign them over to 
bim^ but Mumraius, another antiquary, coroplainini' of his fraudulent 
proceeding, she tinds a method to reconcile their difference. Then enter 
a tiocp of people fantuitically adornet, offering her suange and exotic pre- 
aciits: smonssi chc:n, oce stands forth and demaods jusucc ou anotheri 
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who had deprived him of one of the greatest curiosities In Nature; hut 
he 3i;st.Si-8 hinr'Jf si wcM, thar the Goddess gSves thrm both her r.p- 
j.nbauon. She ricommcurts to th^m to find proper einpU>ymeBtfor the 
Jr.(l.)lents b'.fore nirntion-d, in the study of ButCjrflits, Shells, Birds- 
n-.>v, Moss) &c. but with pjoticular caution not to pwjcced bejwd 
Trifies, to any useful or extensive views cf Nature, or of the Authir of 
Nature. Atvntt the luct nf thtse apprehenstons ihe Is a^nired bj a 
hfarty addrtss from the Minu'e Phihisophers and Free-thinkers, one of 
uhom speaki in tlie name of the reit. Tlie you'h thus instnided and 
principled, arc d-. livcred tii hrr in k body, hy the hands of Stilenus : andtbeD 
admitted to tabtc the cup uf tjic Mavtu Ib-T high priest, which causes 
a total oblivion of all obli,;ations, divine, civil, moral, or rational. To these 
hrr adepts sh? si:)ds Priests, Attendants, and Cuntibrters, of various 
kindsi c-iiilers uti them ordtrrs, and Degrees j and then dismiuing them 
with a jpecch, conftrminjc tQ ea^h his Privileiiaa, and telling u-hatsherx' 
pedt^ from c.ich, ci-nciudes with • Yawn «>f eMnuwdinary virtue ; the pnt- 
trjks and etlcft whereof on ail orders f<r' mtn, and thq c<7nsumniatiao U 
all, in the rcsutratioo of Ni&ht 4ud Chaos, coodude the Poem. 



Yet, yet a moment, cnc dim ray of light 

Indulge, dread Chaos, and eternal Night ! 

Of darkness visible so much be lent. 

As half to shew, half veil the deep intent. 

Ye Po'.v'rs ! whose mysteries restored I sing, 5 

To whom Time bears me on his rapid wing. 

Suspend a while your force inertly strong. 

Then take at once the Poet and the Song. 

Now flam*d the Dog-star's unpropitious ray, 
Smote ev'ry brain, and wither'd ev'ry bay ; 10 

iSick was tlie sun, the owl forsook his bow'r. 
The moon-struck prophet felt the madding hotir: 



REMARKS. 

V.2. i,rcad Chaos and eternal N'.ghl I'] Invoked, as 

the restoration of their t-mpire is the activn of the Poem. 
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Then rose the seed of Chaos, and of Night> 

To blot out order, and extinguish light. 

Of dull and venal a new world to mould, i s 

And bring Saturnian days of lead and gold. 

She mounts the throne : her head a cloud conceai'd, 
In broad effulgence all below reveal 'd, 
('Tis thus aspiring Dulne^s ever shines) 
Soft on her lap her I^aureate Son reclipes. 20 

Beneath her footstool Science groans in chains. 
And Wit dreads exile, penalties and pains. 
There foam'd rebellious L>ogic, gaggM and bound ; 
There, strip!, f^ir Rhet'Tic languish'd on the ground ; 
His blunted arms bf gppbistry are borne, 2^ 

And shameless Billinsgate her robes adofn. 
Morality^ by her fabe^^u^diaqs <]rawnt, 
C{)ic;^x>e in furs, aqd Ca$uistry in lawn. 

REMARKS. 

V, 14. To holt out order f and extinguish llghl.^ The two 
great ends of her mission ; the one in qualify of dauj^fh- 
ter of Chaos, the other as daughter of Night. Onler 
here is to be understood extensively, boUi as civlj and 
moral ; the distinctions between high and low in so- 
ciety, and true and false in individuals : light as iiite!* 
lect'ual unly, wit, science, arts. 

V. 15. Of dull and venalJ] The allegorj' continued j 
duU referring to the extinction of light or science; reruil 
to the destruction of order and the truth of things. 

Ibid. — a new vHfrld.J In allusion to the Epicurian 
opinion, that from thedissolutionof the natural world 
into v\ch\ and chaos, a new oi>e should arise ; this the 
Poet alluded to, in the production of a new worli!, 
in«keb it partake of its original principles. 

y:lumeJF. Q. 
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Gasps, as they straiten at each end the cord. 

And dies when Dulness gives her page the word. 30 

Mad Ma thesis alone was unconfin'd. 

Too mad for mere material chains to bind : 

Now to pure space lifts her ecstatic stare. 

Now running roui^d the circle, finds it square. 

But held in tenfold bondsrthe Muses lie, 35 

Watch'd both by Envy's and by Flatt'ry's eye : 

There to her heart sad Tragedy addrest 

The dagger, wont to pierce the tyrant's breast ; 

But sober History restraint her rage. 

And promised vengeance on a barb'rous age. 40 

There sunk Thalia, nerveless, cold, and dead. 

Had not her sister Satire held her head : 

Nor could'st thou, Chesterfield I a tear refuse. 

Thou wept*st, and with thee wept each gentle Muse. 

When, lo ! a harlot form soft sliding by, 45 

With mincing step, small voice, and languid eye; 
Foreign her air, her robe's discordant pride 
In patch-work fiutt'ring, and her head aside; 
By singing peers upheld on either hand, 
$he tripp'd and laugh'd, too pretty much to stand ; 
Cast on the prostrate Nine a scornful look^ 5I 

Then thus in quaint recitativo spoke: 

Cara! Cara / silence all that train; 
Joy to great Chaos I let Division reign ; 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 54.. Joy to great Cbajs!^ 
" joy to great Caesar:'* ; 

The beginning o£ a Uw\ou% o\d wng. 



k 
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Chromatic tortures soon shall drive them hence, 55 

Break all their nerves, and fritter all their sense : 

One thrill shall harmonize joy, grief, and rage. 

Wake the dull Church, and lull the ranting Stage; 

To the same notes thy son shall hum, or snore. 

And all the yawning daughters cry. Encore. 60 

Another Phoebus, thy own Phoebus reigns, 

Joys in my jigs, and dances in my chains. 

But soon, ah soon, rebellion will commence. 

If music meanly borrows aid from sense : 

Strong in new arms, lo ! giant Handel stands, 65 

Like bold Briareus, with a hundred hands; 

To stir, to rouse, to shake the soul he comes. 

And Jove's own thunders follow Mars's drums. 

Arrest him. Empress, or you sleep no more — 

She heard, and drove him fo the Hibernian shore. 70 

And now had Fame*s posterior trumpet blown. 

And all the nations summon'd to the throne : 

The young, the old, who feel her inward sway. 

One instinct seizes, and transports away. 

None need a guide by sure attraction led, 7S 

And strong impulsive gravity of head: 

None want a place, for all their centre found. 

Hung to the Goddess, and coher'd around. 

Kot closer, orb in orb^ conglob'd are seen 

The buzzing bees about their dusky queen. So 

The gathering number as it moves along. 
Involves a vast involuntary throng, 
"Who gently drawn, and struggling less and less. 
Roll in her vortex, and her pow'r confess. 
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Kot (hose alone who passive o^i^ her laws. 
But tvho, weak rebels, more advance htfr cause. 
Whatc'er of dunCe in college or In town 
Sneers at another, in toupee or gown ; 
Whatc'er of mungril ho one class adiniCs» 
A wit with ilunces, dnd a dunce with wits. 

Nor absent they, no members ofher state, 
\Vho pay her homage in her sons, the great ; 
AVho false to Phoebus, bow the knee to Baal, 
Or impious, preach his word without a cafl. 
Patrons, who sneak from livin«^ worth to dead, 
With-hold the pension, and set up the head; 
Or vest dull Flait'ry in the sacred gown. 
Or give from fool to fool the laurel crown ; 
And (last and worst) with all the cant of wit. 
Without the soul, the Muse's hypocrite. 

There marchM the bard and blockhead side by sic 
Who rhym'd for hire, and patronis'd for pride. 
Narcissus, prais'd with all a parson's pbw'r, 
^ok'd a white lily sunk beneath a show'n 
There mov'd Montalto with superior air : 
His strctch'd-out arm display 'd a volume'ferr; 
Courtiers and patriots in two ranks divide. 
Through both he pais'd, and bow'dfrom side to sid 
But as in graceful act, with awful eye, 
Compos'd he stood, bold Benson thrust him hy : 
On two unequal crutches propt he came, 
Milton's on thi.i, on that one Johnson's name. 
The decent Knight retir'd with sober rage. 
Withdrew his hand, and clos'd the pompous page; 
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But (happy for him as the times went then) 
Appeared Apollo's may'r and aldermen^ 
On whom three hundred gold-capt youths await. 
To lug the ponderous volume off in state. 

When Dulness, smiling — " Thus revive the wits t 
But murder first, and mince them all to bits; 120 
As erst Medea (cruel, so to save!) 
A new edition of old i^son gave; 
Let standard authors thus, like trophies borne. 
Appear more glorious as more hack'd and torn. 
And you my Critics ! in the chequer'd shade, 125 
Admire new light thro' holes yourselves have made. 

Leave not a foot of verse, a foot of stone, 
A page, a grave, that they can call their own ; 

RE&fARKS. 

V. II J, &c.]] These four lines were printed in a se- 
parate leaf by Mr. Pope, in the last edition which he 
nimself gave of the Dunciad, with directions to the 

?rinter to put this leaf into its place, as soon as Sir 
\ H.'s Shakespeare should be published. 

VARIATIONS. 

». 1 14.3 What! no respect, he cry'd, for Shake- 
speare's page ? 

IMITATIONS. 

V, 126. Admire new ligbt. Sec,'] 

" The soul's dark cottage, battered and decay'd, 
** Lets in new light through chinks that time has made.** 

H^'atUr, 

fiiii 
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lit spread, my Sons, your /flory thin dr thick, 

)n passive paper, or oh solid b'riclr. 139 

io by each bard an alderman sTiall sit, 

\ heavy lord shall hang &t eV*i^' wit. 

And while on Fame's triumpFhal car they tiAt, 

^ofne slave of tnine be pinion *d to their Ttide.** 

Now crowds on crowds around the Goddess press. 
Each eager to present the first add^s.' \jjS 

Dunce scorning dunce behoMs the next ad\'ance. 
But fopi shows fop superior complaisance. 
When !o! a spectre rose, whosb index-hantf 
Il^ld forth the virtue off the dreadJPuI wand ; 149 

His beaver'd brow a birchin ^n^aUd Wears, 
Dropping with ihfanVs*" blbod and mother* tear». 
O'er ev'ry vein a shudd'ring horror runs, 
Eaton and Winton shalwe through all their sons. 
All flesh is humbled, Westminster^ bold race 145 
iShrink, and confess thfe gerriifs oY the place : 
The pale-boy senator yet tingling stands. 
And holds his breeches trlose with both his {lancls. 

Then thus: Since man from beast by words is 
known. 
Words arc man's pro'viftce, words ^ve teach nione. 150 
When reason doubtful, like the Saraien letter. 
Points him two ways, the narrower is the better. 
Plac'd at the door of Learning, youth to guide. 
We never suifer it to stand too wide. 

IMITATIONS. 

.V. 142. Dropp'infr luitb infant's blood, &C.] 

*• First Moloch, horrid king, besuiear'd with blood 

" Uf human suciiVice ?lw^ ^^tvuxV tears.' ' Milt 
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ask, to guess, to know, as they commence, 155 
Fancy opens the quicfk springs of sense, 

ply the meitiorv, we load the bmin, 
d rebel Wit, and double chain on ch^rin, 
■fine the thought, to exercise the breath, 
I keep them in the pale of words till death. 160 
iSte'cr the 'talents, or howe*er dcsign'd, 

hang one jingling padlock on the mind: 
oet the first day he dips his quill ; 
I what the'Iast ? a very poet still. 
' I the charm works only in our wall, 165 

t, lost too soon in yonder House or Hall, 
rre trutint W3'ndham ev'ry muse gave o'er, 
ire Talbot sunk, and was a wit no more ! 

V sweet an Grid Murray, was our boast ! 

V many Mariials were in Pull'ney lost! 170 
; sure sortie bard, to Our eternal praise, 

wice ten thousand rh>Tning nights and days, 
1 reach'd the work, the All that mortal can, 
1 South beTield that masterpiece of man. 
h (cry'd the Goddess) for some pedant reign ! 
le gentle James, to bless the land again ; i7<» 

stick the doctor's chair into the throne, 
e law to words, or war with words alone, 
ates and courts with Greek and Latin rule, 
i turn the counsel to a grammar-school ! 180 

sure if Dulness sees a grateful day, 
} in the shade of arbitrary sway. 
if my sons may learn one earthly thing, 
.ch but that one, sulficient for a king ; 
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at which my priests, and mine alone, maintain, 
hich, as it dies, or lives, we fall, or reign : iS6 

ay you, my Cam, and Isis, preach it long! 
The right divine of kings to govern wrong." 
Prompt at the call, around the Goddess roll 
3road hats, and hoiids, and caps, a sable shoal : 199 
Thick and more thick the black blockade extends, 
A hundred head of Aristotle's friends. 
Nor wert thou, Isis ! wanting to the day, 
[Though Christ-church long kept prudishly away.] 
Each staunch Polemic, stubborn as a rock, 195 

Each fierce Logician, still expelling Locke, 
Came whip and spur, and dash*d thro' thin and thick 
On German Crouzaz, and Dutch Burgcrsdyck. 
As many quit the streams that miimi'ring fall 
To lull the sous of Marg'ret and Clare-hall, 200 

Where Bentley late tempestuous wont to sport 
In troubled waters, but now sleeps in Port. 
Before them march'd that awful Aristarch; 
Plow'd was his front with many a deep remark : 
His hat, which never vcil'd to human pride, 205 

Walker with rev'reiicc took, and laid aside. 
Low bow'd the rest : he, kingly, did but nod ; 
So upright Quakers please both man and God. 

REMARKS. 

V. 196.— j.'/7/ excelling Locke.'\ In t^c year 170J the 
was ii m:'etiiig ot the heads ot the University of O 
ford to consuie Mr. Locke's Essay on Human Und 
standing, and to forbid the reading it. See his Lett 
in the iastedit. 
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Mistress ! dismiss that rabble from your throne : 

A vaunt is Arisfarehus yet unknown ? 210 

The mighty Scholiast, whose unweary'd pains 
Made Horace dull, and humbled Milton's strains. 
Turn what they will to verse, their toil is vain. 
Critics like me shall make it prose again. 214 

Roman and Grfeek grammarians! know you betttr ; 
Author of something yet more great than letter; 
While tow'ring o'er your alphabet, like Saul, 
Stands our Digamma, and o'ertops them ail. 
•I'is true, on words is still our whold debate, 
Dispute of m^or te, of aut or at. 200 

To sound or sink in cano, O or A, 
Or give up Cicero to C. or K. 
Lctfri«*nd jrfTect to speak as Terence spoke. 
And Alsop, never but like Horace joke : 

REMARKS. 

V. 223, zi±. Friend — AlsdpA Dr. Robert Friend, 
master of Westminster-school, and canon of Christ- 
church Dr. Anthony Alsop, a happy imitatcr of 

IbeHoratianityle. 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 207, He, kingly, did but ntrf.j 

** — He, kingly, from his state 

«' Declined not."— Milton. 

V, 210.— w Attstarcbus yet unknown f 

** Sic not us Ulysses ? Virg, 

" Dost thou not feel me, Rome?** Ben Jousov. 
7. 215, tioman and Greek grammariane, &c.]] Imitated 
from Propertius, speaking of the i^neid, 

" Cedite, Homani scriptores, ceditc Graiii 

*' Nescio quid majus nascitur Iliade»" 
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:r me, what Virgil, Pliny would deny, 225 

laiiilius or Solinus shall supply : 

or Attic phrase in Plato let them seek, 

poach in SuiJas for unlicens'd Greek. 
in ancient sense if any needs will deal. 
Be sure I give ihem fragments, not a meal ; 2p 

What Geiliua or Stobxus ha»h*d before. 
Or chcw'd by blind old scholiasts o'er and o*er. 
The criJic eye, that microscope of wit, 
Sees hairs and pcrcs, examines bit by bit. 
How parts relate to parts, or they to whole, 235 

The body's harmony, the beaming soul. 
Are things which Kuster, Burman, Wasse shall see 
Whin man's whole frame is obvious to a flea. 

Ah, think not. Mistress 1 more true Dulness lies 
In Foily 's cap, then Wisdom's grave disguise. 240 
Like buoys, that never sink into the flood. 
On Learning's suri'ace we but lie and nod. 
Thine is the genuine head of many a house. 
And much divinity without aN«« 
Nor could a Barrow work on ev'ry block, 24J 

Kor has one Atterbury spoil'd the flock. 

REMARKS. 

r. 228. Sec. S-tidas, CJ.ius, S:cb(Cus.'] The first a die 
tionarv-vvriter, .tcv^liv , lorof inioertinent facts and bar 
barons words : thobirond a minute critic ; the third e 
author who gr.ve hibcoininoii-pLKebcok to the Fubli 
where we happen to find much niince-meat of old bool 

V. 7^', J46. Riirrow.—Atterhury.'^ Isaac Barrow, M; 
terof I rinity,Fr;nKis Atterbury iJeanofChrist-chun 
boil) ^reatgeniuibes and eloquent preachers; one m 
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See! still thy own, the heavy canon to}}. 
And lAetaphysicBinoket involve the^he. 
For thee i^e dhii theses, iui<l stnfirtfae head * 
With an suchrhicfing as was n^ver fead r - 250 

For thee explain a tiiifi^ till ail men doiibt it. 
And wnte about- it. Goddess, and abdut it : 
flo^nstbe silk^-wonn small- its slender store^ 
And labobrs ^1 it clouds hsd fall o'er. 

What though we let some better sort of fool 255 
Thrld ev'ry science, ran through eir'ry school f 
Never by tumbler through the hoops was shown 
Such skili in passing all, and touching none. 
He may indeed (if sober all this time) 
Plague with dlsjput^, or penecnte with fhyi^ 260 
^e only furnish what 'wt canndtnse, ' > • 
OtwedtoWhatheitau8tdivotce;^;Mu8c: '' 
Full in the midst of Euclid dip at once^ 
And petrify a genius ma dunce : 
Or set on mefaphyste ground to prance, 2^5 

Show all his paces, not a step advance. 
With the same cement, ever sure to bind. 
We bring to one dead level ev'ry mind: 
Then take him to develope, if you can. 
And hew the block' ofi; ^id get out the man. 270 

ItEMARKS. 

conversant in the sublime geometry, the other in clas- 
fticallearning; but who equally^ mve it their care tQ 
fKtvance the polite arts in their several societies. 



J 
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But wherefore waste I words ? I see advance J! 

Whore, pupil, and lac'd governor from France. ' 

Walker! our hat nor more he deign'd to say. 

But, stern as Ajax, spectre strode away. < 

In flow'd at once a gay embroider'd race, 275 | ; 

And titt'ring push'd the pedants off the place : i' 

Some would have spoken, but the voice was drovn'd 
By the French horn, or by the op'ning hound. 
The first came forwards with as easy mieu, . 

As if he saw St. James's and the Queen. 280 , 

W hen thus tlie attendant Orator begun ; ' 

Receive, great Empress! thy accomplish'd son: 
Thine from the birth, and sacred from the rod, 
A dauntless infant I never scar'd with God. 
The sire saw, one by one, his virtues wake ; aSs 

The mother begg'd the blessing of a rake. 
Thou gav'st that ripeness which so soon began. 
And ceas'd so soon, he ne'er was boy nor man ; 
Through schocl and college, thy kind cloud o'etipast, 
Safj and unseim the young ->^^Reas past ; 29P 

Thence bursting glorious, all at once let down, 
Stunn'd with his giddy laruni half the town. 
Intrepid then, o'er seas and lands he flew; 
Europe he s;;w, and Europe saw him too. 
There all thy gifts and graces we display, 295 

Thou, only thou, directing all our way ! 

IMITATIONS. 

V. 28.J. A daun'Uts infant! never .'.car* d -uuh ^«»u\3 
** sine Dis aiiiniosus Iiifans."' Bor, 

2 
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To where the Seine, obsequious as she runs, 

Fours out great Bourbon's feet her silken sons; 

Or Tyber, now no longer Roman, rolls, . 

Vain of Italian arts, Italian souls : 

To happy convents, bosom'd deep in vines. 

Where slumber abbots, purple as their wines : 

To isles of fragrance, lily-silver*d vales. 

Diffusing langour in the panting gales : 

To lands of singing, or of dancing slaves, 3®5 

Love-whisp*ring woods, and lute-resounding waves. 

But chief her shrine where naked Venus keeps. 

And Cupids ride the Lion of the deeps ; 

Where, eas'd of fleets, the Adriatic main 

Wafts the smooth eunuch and enamour'd swain. 310 

Led by my hand, he saunter'd Europe round. 

And gather*d ev'ry vice on Christian ground ; 

Saw ev'ry court, heard ev'ry king declare 

His royal sense, of op'ras or the fair; 

The stews and palace equally explorM, 315 

Intrigu'd with glory, and with spirit whor'd; 

Try'd all bors d'auvres, all liqeurs defin'd. 

Judicious drank, and greatly-daring din'd ; 

R^ABKS. 

V. 307. But chief, &c.]] These two lines, in their 
foite of imagery and colouring, emulate and equal the 
pencil of Rubens. 

y. 308. And Cupids ride the Lim of the deeps.'] The 
winged Lion, the arms of Venice. This republic was 
heretofore the most considerable in Europe For her na- 
val force, and the extent of her commerce; now il- 
lustrious for her Carnivals. 

folume IK ^ 
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Dropt the dull lumber of the Latin store, 

i>poii*d his own language, and acquir'd no tnore; 

All classic learning lost on classic ground; 321 

And last turn*d Air, the echo of a sound! 

See now, half-cur'd, and perfectly well-bred. 

With nothing but a solo in his head; 

As much estate, and principle, and wit, 325 

As Janien, Fleetwood, Cibber shall think fit; 

Stol'n from a duel, follow 'd by a nun. 

And, as if a borough choose him, not undone; 

See, to my country happy I restore 

This glorious youth, and add one Venus more. 330 

Jler too receive, (for her my soul adores) 

So mav the sons of sons of sons of whores. 

Prop thine, O Empress ! like each neighbour throne. 

And malie a lon^ posterity thy own. 

Pleas'd, she accepts the hero, and the dame, 335 

Wraps in her veil, and frees from sense of shame. 

Then look'd, and sav/ a lazy lolling sort. 
Unseen at church, at senate, or at court, 

nfMAr.iya, 

r. 326. — Jaiisen, Fleet-.vood, Cibber,"] Three vcrj' emi- 
nent persons, all maniigcrs of pliiys; who, ihcu<rh not 
governors by profession, had, each in his way, con- 
cerned themselves in the edrci^tion of youth, and rcgu- 
Jated their wits, their morals, or iheir finances, aithat 
period of their age which is the most important, their 
entrance into the polite world. Of the last of these, 
and his talents lor this end, sec Uook i. ver. 199, &c. 

IMITATIONS. 
V, 3^2. So may lie ions of tons, &C.T 
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Of ever-lisiless loil'rers, that attend 

No cause, no trust, no duty, and no friend. 340 

Thee too, my Paridel ! she mark'd thee there, 

Stretch'd on the rack of a too easy chair. 

And heard tliy everlasting yawn confess 

The pains and penalties of idleness. 

Shepity'd! but her pity only shed 355 

Benigner influence on the nodding head. 

But Annius, crafty seer, with ebon wand^ 
And well-dissembled em'rald on his hand. 
False as his gems, and canker'd as his coins. 
Came, crammM with capon, from where Pollia dines. 
Soft, as the wily fox is seen to creep, 351 

"Where bask on siuiny banks the simple sheep. 
Walk rour.d and round, now prying here, now there. 
So he, but pious, whisper'd first his pray'r : 

Grant, graciovis Goddess! grant me still to cheat! 
O may thy cloud still cover the deceit ! 
Thy choicer mists on this assembly shed. 
But pour them thickest on the noble head. 

IMITATIONS. 

i». 342, Stretched on the rack 

And beard f iSc.'l 
*' Sedet, otternnmquf sedebit ! 
'* Infelix Theseus, Phlegyasque m'uerrlmus omnes 
" Admonet."-— Virg. 

V. l^^.'-^-grant me still to cheat! 

may tny cloud still cover the deceit /]] 

" Da, pulchra Lav^erna^ 

*' Da mihi fallere 

'* Kcctempeccatisetfraudibusobjicenubcm." Hor, 
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So shall each youth, assisted by our eyes. 

See other Capsars, other Homers riJ^e ; 360 

Thro* twilight ages hunt th* Athenian fowl. 

Which Chalcis gods, and mortals call an owl. 

Now see an Attys, now a Cecrops clear, 

Kay, Mahomet ! the pigeon at thine ear ; 

Be rich in ancient brass, tho' not in gold, 365 

And keep his lares, tho* his house be sold ; 

To headless Phoebe his fair bride postpone. 

Honour a Syrian prince above his own ; 

Lord of an Otho, if I vouch it true ; 369 

Bless'd in one Niger, till he knows of two. 

Mummius o*erheard him; Mummius, fool renown'd| 

"Who like his Cheops, stinks above the ground. 

Fierce as a startled adder, swell 'd, and said. 

Rattling an ancient sistrum at his bead : 

Speak*^st thou of Syrian Princes ? traitor base f 
Mine, Goddess ! mine is all the horned race. 376 

True, he had wit to make their value rise; 
From foolish Greeks to steal them, was as wise; 
More glorious yet, from barb'rous hands to keep. 
When Sallee rovers chas'd him on the deep. 380 

Then tought by Hermes, aiid divinely bold, 
Down his own throat he risk'd the Grecian gold. 
Received each demigod, with pious care. 
Deep in his entrails — I rever'd them there, 

IMITATION'S. 



r. 58?. Recclv* d each demhod.'y 
** iLmissuniiiUe ima ue scd 



ique ima de scde Typhoea terrae 
*' Cochlih\Ji$ Icciisc melum* cuivcLost^ue dedissr, 



Bofi iy» THE DUNCIAD. J97 

I bought them, shrowded in that living shrine, 385 
And, at their second birth, they issue mine. 

Witness great Ammon! by whose horns I swore, 
( Reply 'd soft Annius) this our paunch before 
Still bears them, faithful ! and that thus I eat. 
Is to refund the medals with the meat. 390 

To prove me. Goddess ! clear of all design. 
Bid me with Pollio sup as well as dine. 
There all the learn'd shall at the labour stand. 
And Douglas lend his soft obstetric hand. 

The Goddess smiling seem'd to. give consent ; 395 
So back to Pollio hand in hand they went 
Then thick as locusts black'ning all the ground, 
A tribe, with weeds and shells fantastic crown'd, 
£ach with some wondrous gift apppoach'd the Pow'r, 
A nest, a toad, a fungus, or a fIow*r. 409 

But far the foremost, two, with earnst zeal. 
And aspect ardent, to the throne appeal. 

The first thus open'd : Hear thy suppliant's call. 
Great Queen, and common mother of us all I 
Fair from its humble bed I rear'd this flow*r, 405 

Suckrd, and cheer'd, with air, and sun, and show'r. 

IMITATIONS. 

*' Terga fugae : donee fessos Egyptia tellus 

" Coeperit.^' Ovid. 

V. 405, &c. Fair from its bumble bed, &c, nam'd it 

Caroline! 

Eacb maid cry* df Coarmwg ! and eacbyouib Divine! 

Now prostrate ! dead! heboid tbat Caroline : 

No maid cries charming ! and no youth divine /I 

R iij 
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Soft on the paper ruff its leaves I spread. 

Bright with the giWed button tipt its head. 

Then thron'd in frlass, and natn'd it Ciroline : 

Each maid cry'd. Charming! and each youth 

Divine • 
Did Nature's pencil ever blend such rajrs, -411 

Such vary'd light in one promiscuous blazi?? 
Now prostrate! dead! behold that Caroline: 
No maid cries charming ! and no youth divme ! 
And lo the wretch! whose vile, whose Insect lust "415 
Laid this g^y daughter of the Spring in dust. 
Oh punish him, or to th* Elysian shades 
Dismiss my soul, where no carnation fades. 
He ceas'd, and wept. With innocence of mien 
Th* accus'd stood forth, and thus addressed the 
Queen : 
Of all th* enamel'd race, whose silv'ry wing 42I 
Waves to the tepid zephyrs of the spring. 
Or swims along the fluid atmosphere. 
Once brightest shiii'd this child of heat and air. 

IMITATION'S, 

These verses are translated from Catullus, Epith. 
" Ut flos in sept is secretus nascitur hortis, 
" Ouam muicet aurae, firmai Sol, educat imber 
*' Slulti ilium pucri, mi:liae optsuere puellae : 
** Idem quuin tenui carptui det^oruit ungui, 
** Nulli ilium pucri, iiuilacoptavere puellae,*' 5rc. 
V. 421. Of ail th' er.amil'd race2 The Poet Seems t 
have an eye to Spencer, Muiupotmos. 

** Of all the race of silver-winged fliofi 
** Which do posseas the empire of the air.** 
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1 saw, and started from its vernal bow'r 425 

The rising game, and dhas'd from fiow'r to flow*r. 

It fled, I foUoW'd; now hi hope, now pain; 

It stopt, I stopt; it inov*ii,'I mov*d again. 

At last it fix'd, 'twas oh what plant it'pleas'd. 

Arid where it fix'd, the beauteous bini I seiz'd: 430 

Rose, or carnation, was below rtiy cive; 

I meddle. Goddess! only in hny sphere. 

I tell the naked feet without disguise. 

And, to excuse it, need but shew the prize; 
Whose spoils this paper offers to your eye, 435 

Fair ev'n in death ! this peerless butterfly. 
My sons I («he answer'd) both have done your 
parts: 
Live happy both, and long promote oUr arts. 
But here a mother when she recommends 
To your fraternal care dur sleeping friends ; 443 

The common^soul, ofHeav'n's more frugal m^ke. 
Serves but to keep fbolspert, -and knaves nwak«: 
A drowzy watchman, that just gives a knoillc. 
And breaks our rest, to tell us what's a-clock. 

VAniATIOWS. 

V. 441. The canf^pn sofdj .&<:.J . In the first edit, thus: 
Of souls the^reaf^r part. Heaven's common in?ke. 
Serve but to keep fool's perl, and knaves awukt; 
And mos* but find that centinel of God. 
A iirowzy watchman- in the' land of K6d. 

IMITAT^O^»S. 

V. 427, 428. Itjled, tfQ.tichved, '&c.J 

** 1 started back; 

*' It started bnck ; but pleas'tM si3dn' returned; 

*' Pleai'd It retunrd a^ bocn." ^'^^- 
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i by some object ev'ry brain is stirrM, 445 

e dull may waken to a humming-bird; 

le most recluse, discreetly open'd, find 

jngenial matter in the cockle-kind; 

he mind, in metaphysics at a loss, 
rf ay wander in a wilderness of moss ; 450 

The head that turns at superlunar things, 
Poiz'd with a tail, may steer on Wilkins* wings. 

O ! would the sons of men once tliink their eyes 
And reason giv'n them but to study flies t 
See nature in some partial narrow shape> 455 

And let the author of the whole escape: 
Learn but to trifle ; or, who most observe. 
To wonder at their Maker, not to serve. 

Be that my task (replies agloomy clerk. 
Sworn foe to myst'ry, yet divinely dark; 460 

Whose pious hope aspires to see the day 
When moral evidence shall quite decay. 
And damns implicit faith, and holy lies. 
Prompt to impose, and fond to dogmatize :) 
Let others creep by timid steps, and slow, 46$ 

On plain experience lay foundations low, 
By common sense to common knowledge bred. 
And last, to Nature's cause through Nature led. 

REMARKS. 

V. 452. — }Vilkint* vfingr."] One of the first projectors 0' 
the Royal Society, who, among m:iny enlarged and use 
ful notions^ entertained the extravagant hope of a pof 
Sibil ity to iiy to the moon ; which has put some volati 
j^eniuaes upon ipaking wi^igs.tor that purpose. 
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All-seeing in thy mists, we want no guide. 

Mother of arrogance, and source of pride ! 470 

We nobly take the high Priory road. 

And reason downward, till we doubt of 6od: 

Make Nature still encroach upon his plan. 

And shove him off as far as e'er we can; 

Thrust some mechanic cause into his place^ 47^ 

Or bind in matter, or diffuse in space: 

Or, at one bound o'er-Ieaping all his laws. 

Make God Man's Image, Man the final Cause ; 

Find Virtue local, all Relation scorn. 

See all in Self, and but for self be born : 480 

Of nought so certain as our Reason still. 

Of nought so doubtful as of Soul and Will. 

Oh hide the God still more ! and make us ^ee 

Such as Lucretius drew, a god like thee : 

Wrapt up in self, a god without a thought, 485 

Regardless of our merit, or default. 

Or that bright image to our fancy draw. 

Which Theocles in raptur'd vision saw. 

While through poetic scenes the Genius roves. 

Or wanders wild in academic groves; 490 

That Nature our society adores, 

Where Tindal dictates, and Silenus snores. 

Rous*d at his name, up-rose the bowzy sire. 
And shook from out his pijpe the seeds of fire ; 

REHAftKS. 

r. 492. SlUnus.'} Silenus was an Ejpicurean philoso- 
pher, as appears from Virgil, Eel. vi. where he sing* 
the principles of that'phiiosophy in hi«^^vv\Jk, 
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Tlien snapt his box, and stroak'd his belly dojun; 

Rosy, and rcv'rend, though without a gown. 496 

Bland and familiar to the throne he came. 

Led up the youths and call'd the Goddess Dame. 

Then thus: Fronri priestcraft happily set free, 

Lo! cv'ry finished son returns to thee : 500 

i^t'-st slave to words, then vassal to sl name. 

The:) dupe to party; child and man the same; 

Bounded by Nature, narrow'd still by art, 

A trifling head, and a contracted heart. 

Thus bred, thus taught^ how many have I seen, 505 

Smiling on all, and smil'd on by a queen ? 

Mark'd out for honours, honoured for their birth. 

To thee the most rebellious things on earth: 

Kow to thy gentle shadow all are shrunk. 

All melted down in pension, or in punk ! 51P 

So K*, so B** sneak'd into the grave, 

A monarch's half, and half a harlot's slave. 

Poor W** nipt in folly*s broadest bloom. 

Who praises now ? his chaplain on his tomb. 

Then take them all, oh take them to thy breast ! 515 

Thy Magus, Goddess! shall perform the rest. 

REMARKS. 

V. 517. — ii/ cup — Which wboso tast€s, &c.]] The cup 
of Self-love, which causes a total oblivion of the obliga- 

IMITATIONS. 

tr. 5 1 8. Which tvboto tastes, forgets his former friends, 
— AW, &C.3 Homerof the Nepenthe, Odyss. IV. 

N47r£>9ig T ft yoy6» te xaxuv i«*X»}§o» oLVuiUm 
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'^ith that a wizard cid his cup extt 
ich whoso tastes, forgets his forme 
, ancestors, himself. One ca3ts hi& 
;o a star, and like Endymion dies: 
ather, shooting, from another's hea 
facts his brain, and principle is ded 
: is his God, his country, ev*ry thing 
nothing left but homage to a king I 
vulgar herd turn oflFto roll with hogs, 
un with horses, or to hunt with dogs ; 
, sad example ! never to escape 
ir infamy, still keep the human shape. 
It she, good Goddess, sent to every chil 
1 Impudence, or Stupefaction mild; . 
straight succeeded; leaving Shame no re 
»rian forehead, or Cimmerian gloom, 
^d self-conceit to some her glass applies, 
h no one luoks in with anotherS eyes; 
the flatt'rer, or dependant, paint, 
s himself a patriot, chief, or saint, 
hers* int'reSt, her gay liv'ry flings, 
that waves on party-<oIour'd wings: 
the sun, she casts a thousand dyes, 
>he turns, the colours fall, or rise, 
the Syren Sisters warble round, 
y heads console witli empty sound. 

REMARKS. 

ndship or honour ; and of the service 
ry : all sacriticed to vain-glory,cou 
yet meaner consid^ta\\oxv?» <ilV 
.••es. From vet. sio, vo s-*^* 



204 ^^^ DVNCXAD* AmI 

No more^ alas ! the voice of Fame they hear. 

The balm of Dtdneas trickling in their ear. 

Great C*», H**, ?♦♦, R»», K»; 

Why all your toils? your sons have leam'd to sin 

How quirk Ambition hates to ridicule! 

The sire is made a peer, the son a fool. 

On sonic, a priest succinct in amice white 
Attends; all flesh is nothing in his sight ! 
Beeves at his touch, at once to jelly turn. 
And the huge boar is shrunk into an urn: 
The board, with spacious miracles, he loads^ 
Turns hares to larks, and. pigeons into toads. 
Another (for in all what one can shine ?) 
Explains the seve and verdeur of the vine. 
What cannot copious sacrifice atone ? 
Thy truffles, Perigord! thy hams, Bayonne ! 
With French libation, and Italian strain. 
Wash Bladen white, and expiate Hays's stain. 
Knight lifts the head; for what arc crowds undone 
To three essential partridges in one i 
Gone ev'ry blush, and silent all reproach,' 
Contending princes mouht them in their coacli. 

Next bidding all draw near on bended knees. 
The Queen confers her titles and degrees. 

REMAHKS. 

V. 560. •'-Bladen-^Hays,'} Names of gamesters. '. 
den IS a black man. KoDeri Knight, Cashier *oi 
South-sea Company, who fled from England in 
(afterw«.rdb parcfoned in 1742.) — The§e lived witb 
utmost magnificence at Paris, and kept open tables 
quented by persons of the hrst quality of Engl 
mid «ven by princc% ot Ui« blood ot France. 
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Her children first of more distinguish'd sort. 

Who study Shakespeare at the Inns of Court, 

Impale a glow -worm, or vertu profess. 

Shine in the dignity of F. R. S. 570 

Some, deep Free-mason9, join the silent race. 

Worthy to fill Pythagoras's place : 

Some botanists, or florists at the leasts 

Or issue members of an annual feast. 

Nor past the meanest unregarded, one 575 

Bose a Gregorian, one a Gormogon. 

The last, not least in honour or applause> 

Isis and Cam made Doctors of her Laws. 

Then, blessing all. Go; children of my care I 
To practise now from theory repair. 580 

All my commands are easy, short, and full : 
My Sons i be proud, be selfish, and be dull* 
Guard my prerogative, assert my throne : 
This nod confirms each privilege your own. 
The cap and switch be sacred to his Grace ; 5S5 

With staff and pumps the Marquis leads the race; 
From stage to stage the licensed Earl may run, 
Pair'd with his fellow-charioteer, the Sun; 
The learned Baron butterflies design, 
Or draw to silk Arachne's subtle line ; 590 

The Judge to dance his brother serjeant call I 
The Senator at cricket urge the ball ; 
The Bishop stow (pontific luxury 1) 
An hundred souls of turkeys in a pye ; 
The sturdy Squire to Gallic masters stoop, 595 

And drown his lands and manors in a soup. 
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Others import yet nobler arts from France, 
I'eacli kings to fiddle, and make senates dance. 
Perhaps more high some daring son may soar. 
Proud to my list to add one monarch more ; 600 

And, nobly conscious princes are but things 
Bom for first ministers, as slaves for kings. 
Tyrant supreme ! shall three estates commend. 
And make one migbfy Dunciad of the land ! 

More she had spoke, but yawn'd — AH Nature 
nods : 605 

"What morta' can resist the yawn of gods ? 
Churches and Chapels instantly it reach'd ; 
(St. James's first, for leaden G — preach'd;) 
Then catch'd the Schools; the Hall scarce kept 

awake ; 
The Convocation gap'd, but could not speak : 610 
X.ost was the Nation's sense, nor could be found. 
While the long solemn unison went round : 
"Wide, and more wide, it spread o'er all the realm ; 
Xv'n Palinurus nodded at the helm ; 
The vapour mild o'er each Committee crept ; 615 
XJnfinish'd treaties in each office slept; 
And chiefless Armies doz'd out the campaign ; 
And Navies yawn'd for orders on the main. 

O Muse { relate, (for you can tell alone, 
"VVits have short memories, and dunces none) 620 
Pclate who first, who last, resign'd to rest; 
Whose heads she partly, whose completely blest ; 
"What charms could faction, what ambition lull. 
The venal quiet, and intrance the dull ; 
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Till drown'd was Sense, and Shame^ and Right, and 

Wrong 625 

O sing, and hush the nations with thy song ! 

In vain, in vain — the all-composing hour 
Besistless falls : the Muse obeys the pow'r. 
She comes ! she comes ! the sable throne behold 
Of Night primeval, and of Chaos old ! 6jo 

Before her Fancy's gilded clouds decay. 
And all its varying rainbows die away. 
Wit shoots in vain its momentary fires, ^ 
The meteor drops, and in a. flash expires^ 
As one by one, at dread Medea's strain, .. 635 

TWL'^ick'ning stars fade off the ethereal plain ; 
As Argus's eyes, by Hermes* wand opprest, 
Clos'd one by one to everlasting rest ; 
Thus at her felt approach, and secret might. 
Art after Art goes out, and all is night. 640 

See sculking Truth to her old cavern fled. 
Mountains of Casuistry heap'd o'er her head! 

IMITATI017S. 

V. 62 !• Relate vobo first y who Icut, resigned to resit 
Whose heads she partly , whose completely blest,"^ 
** Quern telo primum, quem postremiim asfera Virg, 
*^ Dejicis? aut quot humi, morientia corpora Hindis ?" 

rtrg. 
V, 637. At Arguf* <y«/, &c.] 
*' £t quamvis sopor est oculorum parte receptus, 

" Parte tamen vigilat 

<< Vidit Cyllenius omnes 

•* Succubujjse oculos," &c, (kU, Met. II '. 
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iophj, that lean'd on Hear'n before, 
ks to her second cause, and is no more, 
ic^f Metaphysic begs defence, €45 

Metaphysic calls for aid on Sense I 
Mystery to Mathematics fly ! 
/ain! they gaze, torn giddy, rave, and die. 
ligion, blushing, veils her sacred fires, 
id unawares Morality exphnes. 650 

or public flame, nor private, dares to shine ; 
or human spark Is lefi, nor glimpse Divine £ 
x> ! thy dread empire. Chaos ! is restor'd ; 
^ight dies before thy Uncipatlng word : 
fhy hand, great Anarch I lets the curtain fall'; 655 
And universal Darkness buries All. 

VAKIATIONS. 

V. 643.1 In the former edit, it stood thus: 
Philosophy, that reached the lieav'ns btfore. 
Shrinks to her hidden cause, and is no morf. 
And this was intended as a censure of the Newtonian 
philosophy, ^or the Poet had been misled by the pre- 
judices of foreigners, as if that philosophy had recurred 
to the ocult qualities of Aristotle. This was the idea 
he received of it from a man educated much abroad, 
who had read every thing, but every thing sut>erficially. 
Had his excellent Friend, Dr. A. been consutte<;! in this 
matter, it is certain that so unjust a reflection had ne- 
ver discredited so noble a Satire. When I hinted tc 
him how he had been imposed upon, he changed th 
lines with great pleasure, into a compliment (as the 
now stp.nd) on that divine genius, and a satire on t( 
folly by which he, the Poet himself, had been misled 
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